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PREFACE. 



In issuing this Second Volume of the " Weld Gabland," the 
compiler begs to state that it was commenced some time before 
the publication of Mr. Booth's " Epigrams, Ancient and Modern/' 
from which work it differs widely both in matter and style. The 
popular arrangement and low price of the work here presented 
will, it is confidently anticipated, ensure for it a hearty reception 
at the hands of all admirers of the curiosities of English Lite- 
rature. 
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TO THE HEADER. 

" Now, Reader, when this book you scan, 
Resolve to prove a candid man ; 
Not, critic-like, seek faults to find, 
And every beauty leave behind ; 
But, should a weed appear in sight, 
A flower pray cull to make it right ; 
And thus you'll prove a candid soul. 
Judge not a portion but the whole." 



ygfigtwta*. 



** Out of herbs and plants the best things are to be extracted; so the best sayings 
re to be gathered out of Authors." 



* What is mn Epigram ? a dwarfish whole ; 
Its body brevity, and wit it* sooi.** 

An Epigram properly signifies an inscription ; and, as such, was 
originally used by the Greeks in their entablatures upon tombs, 
statues, temples, and trophies. Brevity and simplicity were essen- 
tial, for two reasons, — their public situation, and the hardness of 
the material (such as brass or marble) on which they were engraven. 
The simplicity of these ancient writers, in such compositions has 
to some extent been departed from, in the first instance by the 
Bomans, who added a concentrated satire ; still the definition of a 
true Epigram remains, and will always be the same, — that is, " A short 
poem — a single view of any subject expressed concisely, and con- 
cluded in a forcible manner," or, as Thomas Clio Hickman said, " A 
few lines on a given subject, either humorous or grave, having an 
unexpected and happy turn to work up its climax." 
The merit of brevity is felt in the following couplet : 

" The best of epigrams should be restrained:— 
As to be read in running, and retained." 

Whilst this next one also insists upon its compactness: 

" An epigram should, like a pin, conjoint 
In its small compass, show both head and point." 

A modern epigrammatic rhymester says : 

44 The Epigram should be, if right, 
Short, simple, pointed, keen and bright, — 

A lively little thing 1 
Like wasp, with taper body bound 
By lines — not many — neat and round, 
All ending in a sting." 
This is a good description of, or epigram upon, a Satirical Epi- 
gram—the sting being necessary for this specitefc ol «r$Vgrcoi wv\^ » 
and not always necessary for this, as it may \>Q mot* \xt&3 *&&&. <& 
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this than of epigrams generally that, although they are intended like 
the lancet, to he used pointedly for the benefit of the sufferer, and 
the instruction of the looker on, they are too often like a splinter, 
which irritates hut does not heal a wound. " A true epigram should 
have many graces about its point, fine as those fair angels, who, 
legends say, could dance together by thousands on the thin end of 
a needle. All depends upon the spirit in which they are written."* 

Dr. South called a good Epigram the masterpiece of man. This 
assertion admits of some reservation, for though there he required 
in the Epigram the same unity of design, the same regular disposi- 
tion of parts, the same convergence to a given point as in an epic 
poem, and though it he as perfect of its kind, still the genius requi- 
site for the latter composition must of necessity be of much higher 
intellectual power than that for the former. Doubtless truth and 
simplicity should he the basis of an Epigram ; yet we think 
the severe rules of Addison or Boileau are more honoured in the 
breach than the observance. A striking antithesis, a happy allu- 
sion, a witty or humorous expression, or even at times a pleasant 
ambiguity, will strike us with more agreeable surprise, sooner 
provoke a laugh, and exhibit the truth and lesson in a stronger 
and clearer light, than the most strict and standard Epigram. 

A modern wit, the Rev. Thomas Warton, has given his idea of 
what an Epigram should be in the following : 

" One day, in Christ-Church meadows walking, 
Of poetry and such things talking, 

Says Ralph, a merry wag, 
1 An Epigram, if right and good, 
In all its circumstances' should 
Be like a jelly-bag.' 

" * Your simile, I own, is new, 

But how dost make it out?' said Hugh, 

Quoth Ralph, 4 I'll tell thee, friend : 
Make it at top both wide and fit 
To hold a budget-full of wit, 

And point it at the end.' " 

There is another quality equally necessary to a good Epigram, 
with brevity and point, that is, smoothness of versification, without 
which the most terse and witty Epigram will give but little plea- 
sure. In these literary gems, as in the diamond, the least rough- 
ness or flaw depreciates the value. 

*"The Athenaeum." 
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The following Receipt to make an Epigram is by the Bight Hon. 
LordHervey: 

" A pleasing subject first with care proyide ; 
Your matter must with nature be supplied. 
Nervous your diction ; be your measure long, 
Nor fear your verse too stiff, its sense be strong. 
In proper places proper numbers use, 
And now the quicker, now the slower choose; 
Too soon the dactyl the performance ends ; 
But the slow spondee, coming thoughts suspends. 
Your last attention on the sting bestow ; 
To that your good or ill success you'll owe ; 
For there not wit alone must shine, but humour show. 
Observing these, your Epigram's completed; 
Nor fear 'twill tire, though seven times repeated." 

Epigrams maybe considered as satirical, panegyrical, sentimental 
or humorous poems, condensed and epitomized, designed to encourage 
the practice of virtue by applause, to deter from vice by censure and 
ridicule, and to give pleasure by the depth of sentiment or humour 
they discover and, "let us add, their forcible and concise mode of 
expression may be found of use in forming and improving taste and 
style in composition and conversation. 

In the selection of the following from accumulated thousands, pre- 
ference has been given in this, as in other subjects treated of in this 
series, to the more rare, eccentric, and curious. Thus it is that com- 
paratively few of those chaste and elegant Greek Epigrams so distin- 
guished for their natural beauty, sweetness, and lofty sentiment, 
will be found here, and also because there are already extant several 
collections of translations from "Greek Anthology," viz., those of 
Bland, Merivale, Dr. Wellesley, and, lastly, that of Major B. Guthrie 
Macgregor, (1864,) all of which exhibit the truth and scholarship of 
the poet : the last named being the most comprehensive. 

To those requiring a chronological arrangement we confidently 
recommend Mr. Booth's " Epigrams, Ancient and Modern." 2nd Edit. 

Endeavour has been made to classify and arrange the selection ; 
but should it be found that, amidst such a variety of specimens, there 
has been a little unavoidable incongruity of grouping, the Author 
trusts that lenity will be shown to him by his readers. 

The following is the mode of classification adopted, viz., four 
divisions : — Witty and Humorous, Satirical, Panegyrical, and Senti- 
mental, Moral and Philosophical ; and these have been subdivided and 
arranged according to the immediate subjects under notice. One 
other division might have been expected to be found, viz., Monu- 
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mental; but the numbers and variety of epigrams in this division 
are so great that it has been obligatory upon us to include them 
in a volume, which, under the title " Epitaphs," will form the 
third of "The Wild Garland." 

As a representative, we have taken a small posy, which, multum 
in parvo, exhibits the light and shade, the ornamental and the 
useful, the sweet and the sour, the graceful and the rude, the sting 
and its antidote, viz., — the rose and the thorn, the buttercup, the 
crocus and the hyacinth, the nettle and the dock — 

" There is a lesson in each flower, 
A story in each stream and bower." 
" How does the little Epigram delight 
And charm us with its miniature of wit ! 
While tedious authors give the reader pain, 
Weary his thought, and make him toil in vain; 
In lesser volumes we more pleasure find ; 
And what diverts still best informs the mind." 



" Laugh, joke, and be merry, whenever you can, 
For no one delights in a sorrowful man." 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 
LITERARY. 

TO THE READER. 

Thou that readest these, if thou commend'st them all, 
Thou'st too much milk; if none, thou'st too much gall. 



ON MOORE'S TRANSLATION OF ANAOREON. 

Oh ! mourn not for Anacreon 'dead ; 
Oh ! weep not for Anacreon fled; 
The lyre still breathes he touched before, 
For we have one Anacreon Moore. 

Erskine. 
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ON MOOBE THE POET. 

When Limerick once in idle whim, 

Moore, as her member, gaily courted, 
The boys, for fan's sake, asked of him 

To state what party he supported; 
When thus to them the answer ran, 

At least 'tis thus I've heard the story, 
" I'm of no party as a man, 

But as a poet, am-a-tory." 



TOM MOOBE. 

1 lady, having found a copy of Little's Poems under the pillow 
her maid's bed, wrote on it in pencil: 

Tou read Little I guess ; 
I wish you'd read less. 

ider which, inspired by the march of intellect, the maid wrote : 

I read Little before, 

Now I mean to read Moore. 



IMPBOMPTU, 

I SEEING FlOWEKDEW'B POEMS ON THE SAME SHELF WITH THE 

"Farmer's Boy," at Bloomtteld's Cottage. 

Though scant be the Poet's domain, 

Most ample, I know, is his mind ; 
The applauses of all he can gain, 

His applauses to none are confined. 
Hence, even his book-stored retreat 

This liberal thought seems to yield — 
That the dew of a flower may be sweet ; 

Though it match not the bloom of a field. 



ON BLOOMFIELD, THE POET. 

Bloomfield, thy happy omen'd name 
Ensures continuance to thy fame ; 
Both sense and truth this verdict give, — 
While fields shall bloom thy name shall live ! 

Kirke White. 
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ON CHABLES DICKENS, WHOSE FIRST WORK WAS 
"SKETCHES BY BOZ." 

Who the dickens " Boz " could be, 

Puzzled many a learned elf; 
Till time unveiled the mystery, 

And " Boz " appeared as Dickens' self. 



ON DR. PARR'S PLACE AS READER TO QUEEN CAROLINE 

BEING SUPPLIED BY A GENTLEMAN OF THE 

NAME OF FELLOWES. 

There's a diffrence between 

Dr. Parr and the Queen ; 

For the reason you need not go far : 

The Doctor is jealous, 

Of certain low Fellowes, 
Whom the Queen thinks much above Parr. 



ON THE BANKRUPTCY OF A PERSON NAMED HOMER. 

That Homer should a bankrupt be, 
Is not so very Odd-d'yesee : 
If it be true, as I'm instructed, 
So Ill-he-had his books conducted. 



THE CORRESPONDENT AND THE EDITOR. 

A correspondent, something new 
Transmitting, signed himself X. Q. ; 
The editor his letter read, 
And begg'd he might be X. Q. Z. 



HARD WORDS. 

Quoth David to Daniel, " Why is it these scholars 

Abuse one another whenever they speak?" 
Quoth Daniel to David, "It nat 'rally follows 

Folks come to hard words if they meddle with Greek ! " 

F. G. Saxe. 
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TO THE AUTHOR OP A POOR SONNET ON 
THE RIVER DEE. 



Had I been U, 

And in the Q, 

As it would have been easy to B, 

Pd have let yon C, 

Whilst sipping my T, 

Far better lines on the D. 



ON MAC-ADAM, THE ROADMAKER. 

44 My Essay on Roads," quoth Mae-Adam, "lies there, 

The result of a life's lucubration; 
But does not the title-page look rather bare ? 

I long for a Latin quotation." 
A Delphin edition of Virgil stood nigh, 

To second his classic desire ; 
When the roadmaker hit on the shepherd's reply : 

" Miror magis, — I rather add mire." 

"N. andQ." 



THE SAGE'S WIT. 

As lately a sage on fine ham was repasting, 

(Though for breakfast too sav'ry, I ween,) 
He exclaimed to a friend, who sat silent and fasting, 

(< What a breakfast of learning is mine ! " 
" A breakfast of learning ! " with wonder he cried, 

And laugh'd, for he thought him mistaken ; 
" Why, what is it else ?" the sage quickly replied, 

44 When I'm making large extracts from Bacon ? " 



ON JEKYLL BEING NEARLY THROWN DOWN BY 
A SMALL PIG. 

As Jekyll walk'd out in his gown and his wig, 
He happen'd to tread on a very small pig : 
44 Pig of science," he said, " or else I'm mistaken, 
For surely thou art an abridgment of Bacon." 
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PROPOSED VALENTINE TO A GREEK PROFESSOR OF 
GREAT LEARNING BUT OF ROUGH MANNERS. 

Thou great descendant of the critic line, 
True lineal child of Bentley, Brunck, and Porson, 

Forgive my sending you this Valentine, 
It is but coupling Valentine with Orson. 



ON SQUINTING. 

He nine ways looks, and needs must learned be 
Who all the Muses at one view can see. 



ON MILTON'S WIFE. 

When Milton was blind, as all the world knows, 
He married a wife, whom his friend called a rose ; 
" I am no judge of flowers ; but indeed," cried the poet, 
" If she be a rose, by the thorns I may know it." 



ON MR. MILTON, THE LIVERY-STABLE KEEPER. 

Two Miltons in separate ages were horn ; 

The cleverer Milton 'tis clear we have got ; 
Though the other had talents the world to adorn, 

This lives by his mews, which the other could not ! 

Theodore Hook. 



THE STUDENT UNDONE. 

A student wedded to his book, 

When wealth he might have won ; 
He left his book, a wife he took, 

From wealth to woe he run. 

Now, who a neater die e'er cast, 

Since juggling first begun? 
In tying of himself so fast, 

Himself he has undone. 

By Sir Thomas Moke — Modernised. 
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THE DELICATE REQUEST. 

Claude Sangutn, a French poet, who died at the close of the last 
century, having had his house consumed by lightning, sent the 
following ingenious card to Louis XIV. on the occasion. The 
monarch at once felt the delicacy of the poet's verses, and the dis- 
tress of his situation, and cheerfully ordered him the one thousand 
crowns which were the object of his demand. 

To engage in your matters belongs not to me, 
This, Sire, inexcusable freedom would be ; 
But yet, when reviewing my miseries past, 
Of your majesty's income the total I cast ; 
All counted, (I've still the remembrance quite clear,) 
Tour revenue's one hundred millions a year; 
Hence one hundred thousand per day in your pow'r, 
Divided, brings four thousand crowns to each hour. 
To answer the calls of my present distress, 
Which lightning has caused in my country recess, 
May I be allow'd to request, noble Sire, 
Of your time fifteen minutes, before I expire? 

A. B. C. D. 



SINGULAR REQUEST.— A JEU D'ESPRIT. 

The following was sent to Shield, the composer, for his ivory 
ticket of admission to a Concert, by his friend Peter Pindar : 

Son of the string, (I do not mean Jack Ketch, 
Though Jack, like thee,- produceth dying tones,) 

Oh 1 yield thy pity to a starving wretch, 
And for to-morrow's treat, pray send thy bones! 



Theodore Hook, one day sitting at the piano and extemporising 
verses on the names of the company who were present, saw a Mr. 
Winter enter the room, and at once started off as follows : 

Hebe comes Mr. Winter, surveyor of taxes ; 

I advise you to give him whatever he axes; 

And that, too, without any nonsense or flummery, 

For though his name's Winter, his actions are summary. 

Hook was sometimes strangely puzzled by hard names, as in the 
case of a Mr. Rosenagen, a young Dane ; but he mastered the diffi- 
culty as follows : 

Yet more of my muse is required ; 

Alas ! I fear she is done ; 
But no, like a fiddler that's tired, 
I'll Rosen-agen, and go on. 
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TIME CAUSES CHANGES. 

In ancient times 'twas all the rage 

For each rich man to keep a sage; 

In middle ages 'twas the role 

For men of wealth to keep a fool; 

But what with daughters, sons, and cousins, 

We now can count them both by dozens. 



AN AUTHOB'S APOLOGY FOB KNOCKING A PBINIEB'S 
TEETH OUT. 

I must confess that I was somewhat warm : 
I broke his teeth. But where's the mighty harm? 
My works, he said, would not afford him meat; 
And teeth are useless, when there's nought to eat. 

T. Shebtdan. 



LISTON'S DREAM. 

As Liston lay wrapt in delicious repose, 

Most harmoniously playing a tune with his nose, 

In a dream there appeared the adorable Venus," 

Who said, " To be sure there's no likeness between us ; 

Yet to show a celestial to kindness e'er prone is, 

Your looks shall soon rival the handsome Adonis." 

Liston woke in a fright, and cried, " Heaven preserve me ! 

If my face you improve, zounds ! madam, you'll starve m«." 



THE JOKE OF CHABLES MATTHEWS VEBSIFIED. 

A tbavslleb, some little time back, 

Was telling another a history, 
Whose manners betray'd a great lack 

Of sense to unravel the mystery. 

** Why, sir, it is strange you can't see ! 

Or, perhaps, it don't meet your belief; 
'Tib as simple as plain A. B.C." 

" Yes," cries t'other, "\>ut rmD."B.l." 
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TO MAKE A GUINEA. 

As Quin and Foote one day walk'd out, 

To view the country round, 
In merry mood they chatting stood, 

Hard by the village pound. 

Foote from his purse a shilling took, 

And said, " I'll bet a penny, 
In a short space, within this place, 

I'll make this piece a guinea." 

Upon the ground, within the pound, 

The shilling soon was thrown; 
" Behold," said Foote, " the thing's made out, 

For there is one pound one." 

" I wonder not," says Quin, " that thought 

Should in your head be found, 
Since that's the way your debts you pay — 

One shilling in the pound." 



THE DEAN AND THE LORD LIEUTENANT. 

Dean Swift being sent for by Lord Carteret, then Lord Lieu- 
tenant of Ireland, and being made to wait in the council chamber 
alone, wrote, with a diamond, on the window: 

My very good lord, 'tis a very hard task 

For a man to wait here, who has nothing to ask. 

His lordship, coming soon after, wrote under it: 

My very good dean, there are few who come here 
But have something to ask, or something to fear. 



WRITTEN ON THE WINDOW OF THE DEANERY HOUSE 
OF ST. PATRICK'S, IN DUBLIN. 

Abe the guests of this house still doom'd to be cheated? 

Sure the Fates have decreed they by halves should be treated. 

In the days of old John,* if you came here to dine, 

You had choice of good meat, but no choice of good wine. 

In Jonathan's t reign, if you come here to eat, 

You have choice of good wine, but no choice of good meat. 

Jove 1 How fully might all sides be blest, 

Wouldst thou but agree to this humble request : 

Put both deans in one ; or, if that's too much trouble, 

Instead of the dean, make the deanery double 1 



* Tie late dean. t Dr. Swift, the ttiwi ^x«»eu\. tewv* 
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ON RECEIVING A BRACE OF PHEASANTS FROM A LAW 
CLERK, NAMED COPEMAN. 

In Copeman's ear this truth let echo tell, 
" Immortal bards like mortal pheasants well;" 
And when his clerkship's out, I wish him herds 
Of golden clients, for his golden birds. 

Cowpeb. 



PETITION OF I AND U. 

In 1759, Dr. Hill wrote a pamphlet, entitled, " To David Garrick, 
Esq., the humble Petition of I, in behalf of Herself and Sister;" the 
purport of which was to charge Mr. G. with mispronouncing some 
words including the letter I, thus farm, vurtue, &c. The following 
answer was returned to Dr. H. by Mr. Garrick: 

If 'tis true, as you say, that I've injured a letter, 
I'll change my notes soon, and I hope for the better; 
May the just rights of letters, as well as of men, 
Hereafter be fii'd by the tongue and the pen 1 
Most devoutly I wish they may both have their due, 
And that I may be never mistaken for U. 



A MAN OF WIT. 

A — , they say, has wit ; for what ? 
For writing ? — No ; for writing not. 

Swift. 



ON THE TWO LOCKES; IN IMITATION OF DRYDEN'S 
EPIGRAM ON MILTON. 

Two Locke8 in England have distinction claimed: 
For thinking one, and one for eating famed. 
That shone with lustre by the force of reason ; 
This figured chiefly in a ven'son season. 
Knowledge and taste were by them both increased, 
T' enrich a mental, or corporeal feast. 
Both e, fine taste endeavour 'd to impart, 
This had the body, that the mind at ta&xt. 
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ON THE TWO HABVEYS. 

Two Harveys had a secret wish 
To shine in different stations : 

The first invented sauce for fish, 
The second " Meditations." 

One to good living was allied, 
T'other to holy dying; 

This relishes a sole when fried, 
That saves a soul from frying. 



THE TWO CONGBEVES. 

The Congreve of a former age 
Fill'd many a sheet with wit; 

In lien whereof, oar modern sage 
With gunpowder fills it. 

Thus, while the works of one endure 
As long as things have names, 

T' other's are only made to be 
Committed to the flames. 



THE TWO MABLBOEOUGHS. 
John Chubohjlll, Duke or Marlborough, and Churchill the Post. 

In Anna's wars immortal Churchill rose, 
And, great in arms, subdued Britannia's foes ; 
A greater Churchill now demands our praise, 
And the palm yields to the poetic bays. 
Though John fought nobly at his army's head, 
And slew his thousands with the balls of lead ; 
Yet must the hero to the bard submit, 
Who hurls, unmatch'd, the thunderbolts of wit. 



EX FUMO DABE LUCEM. 
On seeing some of my Scraps Burned. 



" Though dull my wit, my verses heavy ctaA, \ 

That yon make Jight of them is clear ena^." 
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POINTED. 

A mxmbeb of the Microscopical Society has the following Epigram 
written on a piece of glass not exceeding in size the hundredth 
part of a square inch : 

" A point within an epigram to find 

In vain you often try ; 
But here an epigram within a point, 

You plainly may descry." 



ON THE VOWELS. 

We are little airy creatures, 
All of different voice and features ; 
One of us in glass is set, 
One of us you'll find in jet. 
T'other ypu may see in tin, 
And the fourth a box within. 
If the fifth you should pursue, 
It can never fly from you. 

Swift. 



ON THE CENSORSHIP. 

(From the German " Charivari," by A. Sohultz.) 

Anxiously, Interrogation 
Wondered : " Will the condemnation 
Of the censor fall on me ? " 
Dash thought likewise, silently; 
Comma stood a moment still, 
" Must I feel his cruel quill ? " 
Semicolon's dread was stronger, 
Tarried yet a moment longer ; 
Colon started up and cried : 
" Me, too, will he thrust aside ?" 
"Ah! alas!" cried Exclamation, 
11 We are all in condemnation 1 " 
Mister Censor came to see ; 
What they dreaded, that did he : 
" Let the Period only be." 



ON WILLIAM OLDYS, BY HIMSELF. 

In word and WiU I am & friend to you ; 
And one friend Old is worth a hundred new. 
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PUNNING. 

That punning is an idle sport, 
And of all wit the lowest sort, 
I must grant ; for by its station, 
'Tis evidently wit's foundation. 



ON THE PUN. 



Why a pun to define do yon make so much pother? 
'Tis but to say one thing while meaning another; 
And the truth of the axiom the way to decide is, 
By remembering its origin, — "Punica fides." 



TYPOGRAPHICAL WIT. 

" Ho ! Tommy," bawls Type, to a brother in trade, 
" The ministry are soon to be changed, it is said." 
" That's good," replied Tom, " but it better would be 
With a trifling omission." " What?" " Dele the c." 



A THIEF'S MISTAKE. 

Quoth a starved poet to a thievish shark, 
Who search'd his house for money in the dark: 
" Forbear your pains, my friend, and go away; 
You'll not find now, what I can't in the day" 



JEFFBEY, THE EDINBURGH REVIEWER, RIDING 
ON A DONKEY AT THE SEASIDE 

Short, but not so fat as Bacchus, 
Witty as Horatius Flaccus, 
As great a Jacobin as Gracchus, 
See little Jeffrey on a jackass. 

Sidney Smitbl 
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TO AN UNFORTUNATE POET. 

Unthbiptt wretch ! why still confine 
Thy soul and homage to the Nine t 
'Tis time to bid the Nine begone, 
And now take care of number one. 



THE POET FOILED. 

To win the maid the poet tries, 
And sonnets writes to Julia's eyes ; 
She likes a verse, but, — cruel whim ! 
She still appears a-verse to him. 

Punch. 



ON DR. GOLDSMITH'S OHARACTERISTICAL COOKERY. 

Abe these the choice dishes the doctor has sent us ? 
Is this the great poet whose works so content us ? 
This Goldsmith's fine feast, who has written fine books ? 
Heaven sends us good meat — but the devil sends cooks. 

Pope. 



WELSH BARDS. 

'Tis said, Cambria ! thou hast tried in vain 
To form great poets ; and the cause is plain : 
Ap-Jones, Ap-Jenkins and Ap-Evans sound 
Among thy sons, but no Ap-ollo's found. 



TO A YOUNG LADY WHO HAD ASKED HIM TO WRITE 
SOMETHING ORIGINAL FOR HER. 

An original something, dear maid, you would wish me 

To write ; but how shall I begin f 
For I'm sure I have nothing original in me, 

Excepting original Sin. 

Campbell. 
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DEMONSTRATION. 

" Some demon sure," says wondering Ned, 
" In Newton's brains has fix'd his station." 

" True," Dick replies ; " you've rightly said ; 
I know his name, it's cfemoii-stration." 



GARRICK. 



Oub Garrick's a salad, for in him we see 
Oil, vinegar, sugar, and saltness agree. 

Goldsmith's "Retaliation. 1 



A TAIL-PIECE. 

Though in his labour many a fault appears, 
For two alone the partial parent fears : 
(Good, ghostly critics, grant him absolution !) 
They are as follows— -plan and execution. 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 

ARTISTIC. 

ON THE ART UNIONS. 

That picture-raffles will conduce to nourish 
Design, or cause good colouring to flourish, 
Admits of logic-chopping and wise sawing, 
For surely lotteries encourage drawing. 

Thomas Hood. 



ON FROST. 

Fbost is the greatest artist in our clime — 
He paints in nature and describes in rhyme. 
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WINGED WORDS ON CHANTBEY'S WOODCOCKS. 

An event occurred in November, 1829, which gave rise to many 
epigrams. Sir Francis Chantrey, the eminent sculptor, being on 
a visit at Mr. Coke's (Earl of Leicester) at Holkham, had the good 
fortune, when making one of a shooting party, to kill two woodcocks 
at one shot. This fact, too, was all the more remarkable as it was 
performed with the use of one eye only, for upon his own authority 
we have it that he was blind of the other from his birth. If truth, 
•however, must be told, this piece of success seems to have been 
more owing to good luck than good management ; seeing that, as he 
himself candidly acknowledged, at the moment of firing " he saw not 
the two cocks which it brought down, but only the further one of the 
couple, the other having risen into the line of fire just as he pulled 
the trigger." The woodcocks, thus marvellously slain, Chantrey with 
his chisel, and a legion of his poetical friends with their pens, would 
not willingly let die. He sculptured the birds in marble ; and to 
this day they are to be seen represented on their monument at 
Holkham " with the utmost beauty, truth, and tenderness, at the 
moment and in the attitude of their unlooked-for death." Inas- 
much, too ; as the tasteful Ovid erst sang the dirge of Corinna's 
parrot ; Catullus mourned the fate of Lesbia's sparrow in beauteous 
verse ; our own Marvel, Gray, Cowper, Grenville, Rogers, and other 
bards, had condescended to elegise or eulogise birds, beasts, and 
fishes of various kinds; and as the late Duchess "of York, Hogarth, 
and Lord Byron, did not disdain to duly entomb and epitaph their 
departed canine friends ; there was no lack of precedents to justify 
the poets of the day in contributing their share with the mighty 
sculptor towards raising his woodcocks to immortality. We give 
a few of these jeux d'esprits, taken from that excellent little 
work, Winged Words on Chantrey' s Woodcocks, edited by the Bev. 
J. P. Muirhead, and published by Mr. Murray. 



Life in death, — a mystic lot 

Dealt thou to the winged band ; 
Death — from thine unerring shot, 

Life — from thine undying hand. 

Bishop of Oxford.' 

2 

Theib good and ill from the same source they drew, 
Here shrined in marble by the hand that slew. 

Lord Jeffrey. 

8 

The same skill'd hand that took their lives on high, 
Here on this marble bids them never die. 

Lord F. 
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4 

The life the Sportsman-artist took, 
The Artist-sportsman could restore; 

As true and warm in every look, 
And far more lasting than before. 

Lobd F. 

5 

Dbiyen from the North that would have starv'd them, 
This was the way that Chantrey sarv'd them : 
He shot themjfirst, and then he carv'd them. 

Hudson Gurnet. 
6 

The carver's knife in vain their limbs shall sever, 
In Chantrey's marble they unite for ever. 

P. R. Duncan. 



Not cypress bring, nor bays, but green shamrocks, ] 

Nor let th' Hibernian lay provoke thy mocks, 

Which sings how, dead, we live, two stone wood-cocks. 

M. P. Boulton. 

8 

With gun or chisel thou art doubly clever, 
Chantrey ! Thy twins in death are twins for ever. 

M. P. B. 

9 

Chantrey invented the best of gun-looks, 

Which cocks one hammer, and hammers two cocks. 

F. P. Muibhead. 
10 

Amazed I view the consecrated spot 
Where Chantrey killed two woodcocks at a shot : 
For yonder, lo ! his breathing victims are, 
More deathless than in life, and lovelier far. 

F. P. M. 

11 

He hit the birds, and, with an aim as true, 
And hand as skilful, hit their likeness too 1 

F. P. M. 
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12 

Ye woodcocks that from Chantrey flew away, 
That day yon lived, to die another day; 
More blest the pair, at once by Chantrey slain I 
That day they died, one day to live again. 

Editor of Gentleman's Magazine. 



13 

Long may this spotless marble tell, 
"When Chantrey fired, two woodcocks fell; 

They met their doom together ; 
Bnt now by his transcendent art, 
Into new life he bids them start, 

And makes them live for ever. 

Hon. Frederick Anson. 

14 

Shall Chantrey be called a destroyer or not? 
He slaughters indeed his two birds at one shot ; 
Bnt, pitying his victims, with gen'rous endeavour 
To make more than amends, by his chisel so clever, 
He revives them, to live on in marble for ever. 

Archdeacon Wbangham. 



ON A PICTUBE IN THE EXHIBITION, CALLED 
« THE DOUBTFUL SNEEZE." 

The doubtful sneeze ! a failure quite — 
A winker half, and half a gaper; 

Alas ! to paint on canvas here 
What should have been on tissue-paper. 



FBENCH TASTE. 

The French have taste in all they do, 

Which we are quite without ; 
For nature, that to them gave gotit, 

To us gave only gout. 

Erskine. 
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WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 
OFFICIAL AND HISTORICAL. 



Sib Claudius Stephen Hunter, Bart., Lord Mayor of London in 
1811, was so proud of his horsemanship, that he was to be seen 
every day displaying himself to his civic subjects gracefully disport- 
ing on a white horse. This probably suggested the following epi- 
gram: 

Hunteb, Mayor. 

An Emperor of Borne who was famous for whim, 

A consul his horse did declare ; 
The City of London, to imitate him, 

Of a Hunter has made a Lord Mayor. 



ON THE BANE. 

There is a tradition that London Bridge was built upon Wool- 
packs.* A report, coupled with some past transactions, gave rise to 
the following : 

No more, Thames, o'er thy broad stream 
Shall London Bridge, with boastful theme, 

About its woolpacks vapour; 
For lo ! in our eventful time, 
Another building towers sublime 

Whose basis rests on — Paper. 



BALANCE OF EUROPE. 

Now Europe's balanced, neither side prevails, 
For nothing's left in either of the scales. 



* The equivocation of some of oar ancient chroniclers who have •• palter'd with 
us in a double sense," has strengthened this vulgar error. London Bridge was 
erected from a fund, in aid of which a tax was imposed upon all packages of wool 
▼ended within a certain district. ^^^^. 
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ON LORD PALMERSTON'S RETIREMENT FROM LORD 
JOHN RUSSELL'S MINISTRY. 

Never fear, my Lord John, since Palmerston goes, 
That the popular breath you will catch less; 

For, rid of that Lucifer, every one knows 
Your cabinet then will be matchless. 



COALITION EXTRAORDINARY. 

On Lord Palmerston and the Earl of Derby being confined at the 
same time of gout (1865). 

The Premier in, the Premier out, 
Are both laid up with pedal gout, 

And no place can they go to ; 
Hence it ensues that, though of old - 
Their diff'rences were manifold, 

They now agree in to to. F. P. 



AN EPIGRAM TO THE HOUSEHOLD. 

What can the cause be, when the king hath given 
His poet sack, the household will not pay? 
Are they so scanted in their store, or driven 

For want of knowing the poet to say him nay? 
Well they should know him ; would the king but grant 
His poet leave to sing his household true, 
He'd frame such ditties of their store and want, 

Would make the very green-cloth to look blue ; 
And rather wish in their expense of sack, 
To the allowance from the king to use, 
As the old bard should no canary lack, 

'Twere better spare a butt than spoil his muse. 
For in the genius of a poet's verse, 
The king's fame lives. Go now, deny his tierce. 

Ben Jonson. 



A LITTLE RAIN. 

How monarchs reign is easily explained, 
For thus upon their tombs it might be chiselled : 
As long as George the Third could reign, he reigned, 
And when no longer he could reign, he mizzled. 
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UPON A NABOB. 

Sib Thomas Bumbold was originally a shoeblack at Arthur's Club, 
rhere the head-waiter was one Bobert MacGrath. Sir Thomas went 
ut to India and rose to be governor of Madras, and was dis- 
cussed from office in 1781. On his return, laden with spoil, Charles 
ames Fox is said to have written the following epigram : — 

When MacGrath reigned o'er Arthur's crew 
He said to Bumbold, " Black my shoe," 

And Bumbold answer'd, " Ta-Bob." 
But now return'd from India's land, 
He proudly scorns the base command, 

And boldly answers, " Nabob.'* 



ON SIB THOMAS MORE, CHANCELLOR OF ENGLAND. 

Whxn More some years had Chancellor been, 

No more suits did remain; 
The same shall never more be seen, 

Till More be there again. 



ON MB, GULLY THE PUGILIST, BEING BETUBNED 
M.P. FOB PONTEFBACT. 

Strange is it, proud Pontefract's borough should sully 
Its fame by returning to Parliament, Gully.* 
The etymological cause, I suppose, is, 
His breaking the bridges of so many noses. 

Horace Smith. 



ON SIB JOHN L^ACH GOING OYEB FBOM THE 
OPPOSITION TO THE TOBIES. 

The Leach you've just bought should first have been tried, 

To examine its nature and powers ; 
You can hardly expect it will stick to your side, 

Having fallen off so lately from ours. 



1 Gully was a prizefighter. 
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CROMWELL. 

On being asked who it was he judged to be the chief actor in the 
murder of the king, he answered : 

" The heart of the loaf, and the head of the spring, 
Is the name of the man that murdered the king." 

Cromwell was pronounced " Crumb-well." 

The heart of the loaf (crumb), and the head of the spring (well), 
Is the name of the man who murdered the king. 



ON A BLOCK OF WENHAM LAKE ICE. 

Ice taken to a warmish room, 
Will turn to water, we presume ; 
So ice that will not melt must be 
The greatest curiosity. 
But here we have insolvent ice, 
And solve the riddle in a trice, — 
It comes from Pennsylvania State, 
And therefore will not liquidate / 



ON THE NEW PAVEMENT IN LONDON, 1764. 
By John Bull. 

The Scottish new pavement deserves well our praise : 
To the Scots we're obliged for mending our ways ; 
But this we can never forgive, for they say, 
They lately have taken our posts* all away. 



CONSISTENCY. 

No wonder Tory landlords flout 
" Fix'd duty," for 'tis plain 

With them the Anti-Corn-Law Bill 
Must go against the grain. 



P. 



/ 



'Lord Bate was at the head of the adrntaiatratum, axwi gave most of the post* 
under Gdvernment to Scotchmen, 
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UPON THE LATE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM'S MODERATE 
REFORM BILL. 

Fob Buckingham to hope to pit 
His Bill against Lord Grey's is idle ! 
Reform, when offered bit by bit, 
Is but intended for a bridle. 



BIGHT AND WRONG. 

Though George, with respect to the wrong and the right, 
Is of twenty opinions 'twixt morning and night ; 
If you call him a turn-coat, yon injure the man — 
He's the pink of consistency, on his own plan; 
While to stick to the strongest is always his trim, 
'Tis not he changes side, 'tis the side changes him. 



ON THE EARLS OF SPENCER AND SANDWICH. 

Two noble earls, whom, if I quote, 

Some folks might call me sinner, 
The one invented half a coat, 

The other half a dinner. 
The plan was good, as some will say, 

And fitted to console one, 
Because, in this poor starring day, 

Few can afford a whole one. 
ON THE SAME. 
When Tom Macaulay's Indian sits, 

Where London's ruins stretch afar, 
Little he'll think of England's fame, 

Of Waterloo and Trafalgar. 
Tet England's Earls e'en then shall live, 

Remembered by our tawny censor, 
Whilst yet he boasts his " Sandwich* 1 box, 

And wraps him in his " Spencer." 



CONSERVATIVE LOGIC. 

" Taxss are equal, is a dogma which 
I'll prove at once," exclaimed a Tory boor ; 

" Taxation hardly presses on the rich, 
And likewise presses hardly onttie$oat" 
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ON ERIN. 

" Justice for Ireland ! " rends the sky, 
Shouted by many a Popish traitor ; 

" Justice for Ireland ! " too, we cry, 
Hang every agitator. 



THE JACOBIN'S EVASION. 

When Tom had seditiously dared to exclaim, 

That in England we wanted no king, 
And was brought to the justice for uttering the same, 

He contrived his accusers to fling. 

" Please your worship," said Tom, " that I said so I grant, 

And in what I've affirmed I'll be steady ; 
For Englishmen surely no monarch can want, 

That have such a good one already." 



ON BANK NOTES BEING MADE A LEGAL TENDER 

The privilege hard money to demand, 
It seems but fair the public should surrender ; 

For I confess I ne'er could understand 
Why cash called hard should be a legal tender. 



CORPORATION POLITENESS. 

As a west country mayor, with formal address, 
Was making his speech to the haughty Queen Bess ; 
" The Spaniard," quoth he, "with inveterate spleen, 
Has presumed to attack you, a poor virgin queen ; 
But your Majesty's courage has made it appear 
That the Don had ta'en the wrong sow by the ear." 



WHIGS AND TORIES. 

The Tories vow the Whigs are black as night, 
And boast that they are only blessed with light. 
Peel's politics to both sides so incline, 
He may be called the equinoctial line. 

P. 
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THE DISAPPOINTMENT OF THE WHIG ASSOCIATES 
»F THE PRINCE KEGENT AT NOT OBTAINING OFFICE. 

Ye politicians, tell me, pray, 

Why Chus with woe and care rent? 
This is the worst that you can say : 

" Some wind has blown the wig away, 
And left the* Hair Apparent." 

Chablbs Lamb. 



THE "LIBERAL ". SECRETARIES. 

. Fbench gentleman, listening to the speech of Mr. Canning, 
lired who* the orator was ; he was told, the " Foreign Secretary." 
>rtly after, when Mr. Pe*el addressed the House, he asked who 
t was ? — " The Home Secretary," was the answer. " Ah, ma 
[" said the Frenchman, "now I perceive how it is— de first 
retaire he pleadde cause for the foreigners, and the second for 
) people of England ; ma foi, how vary liberal." 
dr. Samuel Rogers, the hanker, happening to oyerhear the 
nder, instantly pulled out his never-failing fountain pen, and 
)te the following epigram : 

. Subb never were offices better assigned, 
In a contest 'twixt England and Rome ; 

When Canning the foreign department uphalds, 
And Peel takes such care of our home I 



WITTY AND HUMOEOUS. 
CLERICAL. 



A COURT AUDIENCE. 

Old South, a witty churchman reckoned, 
Was preaching once to Charles the Second ; 
But, much too serious for a court 
Who at all preaching made a sport. 
He soon perceived his audience nod, 
Deaf to the zealous man of God ; 
The doctor stopped, began to call, 
" Pray wake the Earl of Lauderdale ; 
My lord, why 'tis a monstrous thing, 
You snore so loud, you'll wake the king 1" 
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THE PREMIER AND THE BISHOP. 

The following anecdote of Lord Palmerston and the Bishop of 
Oxford is told in the neighbourhood where it occurred, the two 
parties being on a visit in the same house. On a Sunday Lord Pal- 
merston proposed to take the bishop to church in his carriage, 
which the latter declined, saying he preferred walking ; and off he 
started. It came on to rain, and the premier, passing the bishop, 
put his head out of the window, saying : 

" How blest is he who ne'er consents 
By ill advice to walk." 

" Ay," said the bishop, . 

'* Nor stands in sinner's ways, nor sits 
Where men profanely talk." 



A HEAVY WEIGHT. 

Mr. Douglas, son of the Bishop of Salisbury, was 6 ft. 2 in. in height, 
and of enormous bulk. The little boys of Atford always gathered 
about him when he walked out ; and he used to cry, " Get out of my 
way, you little scamps ; I will roll upon you." Canning wrote the 
following epigram upon him : 

That the stones of our chapel are both black and white, 

Is most undeniably true ; 
But as Douglas walks o'er them both morning and night, 

It's a wonder they're not black and blue. 



ON TWO DEANS. 

As Cyril* and Nathan* were walking by Queen's, 
Says Cyril to Nathan, " We two are both deans, 

And bishops perhaps we shall be ! " 
Says Nathan, " You may; but as I never shall, 
I will take the more care of my little canal, 

And leave you to look for the See." 



* Cyril Jackson, Dean of Christ Church. 

+ Nathan Wetherall, Dean of Hereford, father of Sir Charles Wetherall, of 
Bristol notoriety, who had purchased many shares in the Oxford Canal at a time 
of their extreme depreciation. 
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EPIGRAM ON "WHO WBOTB EIKON BASILIKEr" 

" Who wrote Eikon Baailike ? " 

*' I," said the master of Trinity, 

" I, with my little divinity, 

I wrote * Who wrote Eikon BasUiker*" 

AfcCHBlHHOP WbAXKLXT. 



DN THE TRANSLATION OF DB. MANNERS SUTTON TO 

THE SEE OF CANTERBURY, ON THE DEATH OF 

DR. MOORE. 

What say you? the archbishop's dead — 
A loss, indeed ; oh! on his head 

Pray God his blessings poor ! 
But if with such a heart and mind, 
In Manner* you his equal find, 

How can yon wish for Moore f 



ANECDOTE OF THE LATE BISHOP OF LLANDAFF. 

The late Bishop Watson, shortly before his retirement, bought a 
rase in Cambridge adjoining an alehouse, the sign of which was 
Bishop Blaize." He was induced to compromise with the tavern- 
»eper to take it down, as thinking it derogatory to the Episcopal 
gnity; which occasioned the following epigram from Dr. Mansell, 
ishop of Bristol: 

44 Two of a trade can ne'er agree" — 

No proverb e'er was juster ; 
They've pull'd down Bishop Blaize, d'ye see? 

And put up Bishop Bluster." 



ON THE MARRIAGE OF A LADY WITH A TALL 
CLERGYMAN. 

Blest, says the sacred text, are those 
•That on the prop of faith rely ; 

Sabina heard this truth, and chose 
A pillar of divinity. 
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DR, JEGON. 

Db. John Jegon, Bishop of Norwich, died March 15th, 1617. He 
was master of Benet College. He was a severe governor, yet of a 
facetious disposition. The following is an 'instance. While master 
of the College, he chanced to punish all the undergraduates for some 
general offence; and the penalty was pat upon their heads in the 
buttery. And because he disdained to convert the money to any 
private use, it was expended in new whiting the College hall, whereon 
a scholar set up these verses on the screen : 

" Db. Jegon, Benet College Master, 
Broke his scholars' heads, and gave the wall a plaster." 

To these the doctor subscribed extempore : 

"Knew I the wag that made 

These verses in a bravery,. ." • 

I would commend him for his wit,-. •- • 

Then whip him for his knavery." 

Rennet's MSS. 



A CANTAB'S "DIVINE MATHESIS." 

Let mathematicians and geometricians 
Talk of circles' and triangles' charmi, .. 

The figure I prize is a girl with bright eyes, .. 
And the circle that's formed by her arms'. 



THE SHEEPSHANKS EPIGBAM. 

William Sheepshanks, of Jesus College, Cambridge, was B.A. 
1814, M.A. 1817. Mr. S., it seems, had written satyrs instead of 
satires in proposing some exercise from Juvenal, on a, paper which 
was exhibited in the hall of his College; whereupon the' epigram 
soon made its appearance in the following form : . 

" The Satyrs of old were Satyrs of note,. 
With the head of a man, and the shanks of. a goat; 
But the Satyrs of Jesus these Satyrs surpass, 
With the shanks of a sheep, and the head of an ass." 

Wedgwood. 
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FUB ATQUE SACEBDOS. 

A prelate, who preferment got 

By zeal for the poor Hottentot, 

Then aimed, from biblical research, 

A deadly weapon at the Church. 

False to, and from its duties free, 

Still keeps the profits of his see ; 

'Tis strange such treachery should end so; 

Judas revived in a Colenso. 

Complete the type ! give up the pelf! 

And then— go out and hang thyself. 

Standard, March 16th, 1865. 



THE POOB CUBATE. 

Fob the rector in Tain through the parish you'll search, 
But the curate you'll find living hard by the church. 



HABD LIVING. 

The curate live hard /— what a silly conjecture ! 
Hard living is only the lot of the rector. 



SEPARATION OF SEXES IN CHUBCH. 

Ik Christ Church, Birmingham, the males are (or were) separated 
from the females. The separation gave rise to the following : 

The churches and chapels, we generally find, 

Are places where men unto women are joined ; 

But at Christ Church it seems they are more cruel-hearted, 

For men and their wives are brought there to be parted. 



ON A PARSON WHO FELL ASLEEP AT A PABTY. 

Still let him sleep, still let us talk, my friends ; 
When next he preaches we'll have mil amends. 
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LIVING AND DEAD. 

A vioab long ill, who had treasured up wealth, 

Told his curate each Sunday to pray for his health ; 

Which oft haying done, a parishioner said 

That the curate ought rather to wish he were dead. 

" For my truth," says the curate, " let credit be given, 

I ne'er prayed for his death — but I have for his living." 



ON BISHOP GOODENOUGH PREACHING BEFORE THE 
HOUSE OF LORDS. 

'Tis well enough that Goodenough 
Before the House should preach ; 

For sure enough, full bad enough 
Were those he had to teach. 



ON MR. HOYLE, A VERY FAT MAN. 

" All flesh is grass," the Psalmist saith; 

If this be no mistake, 
Whene'er fat Hoyle's mown down by death 

What loads of hay he'll make ! 



ON A CLERGYMAN'S HORSE BITING HIM. 

The steed bit his master ; 

How came this to pass ? 
He heard the good pastor 

Cry, " All flesh is grass." 



I 



THE SPIRIT. 

On the wall of a chapel in Edinburgh, which is built oyer an old 
wine and spirit vault, are carved these lines. 

" There is Spirit above, and spirit below : 
The one is of joy, the other of woe. 
The Spirit above is the Spirit divine ; 
The spirit below is the spirit of wine." 
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THE WHOLE GREATEB THAN A PABT. 

Oh Hallxwell, DJ)., (who, from a peculiarity in his walk, had 

raired the tobrUput of Dr. Toe,) being jilted by Miss H , who 

>ped with her father's footman. 

'Twixt Footman Tom and Dr. Toe 

A rivalship befell, 
Which should become the favourite beau, 

And bear away the belle. 
The footman won the lady's heart, 

And who can wonder ? No man ; 
The whole prevailed against the part, 

'Twas Footman versus Toyman. 

T. DUMBAB. 



UPON THE SAME LADY. 

Deab Lady, think it no reproach, 

It showed a generous mind, 
To take poor Thomas in the coach, 

Who rode before behind. 
Dear Lady, think it no reproach, 

It showed you loved the more, 
To take poor Thomas in the coach, 

Who rode behind be/ore. 



ABSOLUTION. 

It blew a hard storm, and, in utmost confusion, 

The sailors all hurried to get absolution ; 

Which done, and the weight of the sins they'd confessed 

Transferred, as they thought, from themselves to the priest,- 

To lighten the ship, and conclude their devotion, 

They tossed the poor parson souse into the ocean. 



BORROWED AND LENT. 

To the Church I once went, 

But I grieved and I sorrowed ; 
For the season was lent, 

And the sermon was borrowed. 

c2 
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A SMABT BEPABTEE. 

Cries Sylvia to a reverend dean, 

" What reason can be given, 
Since marriage is a holy thing, 

That there are none in heaven? " 
" There are no women," he replied. 

She quick returns the jest : 
" Women there are, but I'm afraid 

They cannot find a priest." 

Dodslxt. 



CURIOUS EPIGRAM. 

A miser named Sunday, who was, we think, resident somewhere in 
Scotland, being weary of his life, made a will, in which he left 100L 
for the best epigram to be written on his death ; and afterwards 
hanged himself. An honest cobbler, who was given to frequenting 
a beerhouse, and had spent his last penny thereat, heard of this be- 
quest, and bethought himself that he might raise a fund wherewith 
to supply himself with farther copious draughts if he only were 
successful. The adjudicators decided that his epigram was the best. 
It was as follows : 

Blessed be the Sabbath, 

And cursed be world's pelf, 
Monday maun begin the week, 

For Sunday's hang'd hisself. 



ON THE ALLEGED DISINTERESTEDNESS OF A CERTAIN 
PRELATE. 

He says he ne'er thinks of himself, 

And I'm to believe him inclined ; 
For by the confession, himself 

Admits that he's out of his mind. 



ON A PROPOSITION TO ALTER THE UGLY CUT OF THE 
COMMONERS' GOWNS. 

Our gownsmen complain ugly garments oppress them ; 
We feel for their wrongs, and propose to redress them. 

Rev. H. L. Mansell. 
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ON DR. BREWSTER BEING PUT OUT OP COMMONS FOR 
MISSING HIS CHAPEL, HE WROTE THE FOLLOWING. 

To fast and pray we are by Scripture taught ; 
Oh, could I bat do either as I ought ! 
In both, alas ! I err ; my frailty such — 
I pray too litUe, and I fast too much. 



This Epigram produced his restoration. 



THE BISHOPS. 

Bats P — 1 — s, why the Bishops are 
By nature meant the soil to share, 

I'll quickly make you understand ; 
For can we not conceive with ease 
That nature has designed the seas 
- Expressly to divide the land t 



BETTER FED THAN TAUGHT. 

Upon some hasty errand Tom was sent, 
And met his parish curate as he went ; 
But just like what he was, a sorry clown, 
It seems he passed him with a covered crown. 

The gownsman stopped, and turning, sternly said, 
" I doubt, my lad, you're far worse taught than fed ! " 
" Why, ay," says Tom, still jogging on, " that's true ; 
Thank God ! he feeds me, but I'm taught by you! " 



ON BARRINGTON, BISHOP OF DURHAM, AND 
BARRINGTON, THE PICKPOCKET. 

Two names of late, both great in their way, 

At court lately, well did bestir 'em, 
The one was transported to Botany Bay,* 

The other translated to Durham. 



• For stealing a gold snuff-box from a gentleman at a Drawing-room of Queen 
Caroline. 
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ON DR. FELL, BISHOP OF OXFORD. 

IMITATION OF MABTIAL, 

I do not love thee, Doctor Fell ; 
The reason why I cannot tell : 
But this, I'm sure, I know fall well, 
I do not love thee, Doctor Fell. 



BY A DISTINGUISHED OFFICER WHO DECLINED THE 
| HONORARY DEGREE OF D.C.L. ON ACCOUNT OF THE 

HEAVY FEES AT THAT TIME DEMANDED. 

Oxford, no doubt yon wish me well, 
Bnt prithee let me be : 
I can't, alas ! be D.C.L., 
Because of L.S J). 

Rev. H. L. Mansell. 



ON A PROPOSAL TO LOWER THE UNIVERSITY CHARGES 

UPON DEGREES CONFERRED BY "ACCUMULATION," t.e„ 

WHEN TWO STEPS ARE TAKEN AT ONCE. 

Oxford, beware of over-cheap degrees, 
1 1 Nor lower too much accumulator's fees ; 

Lest unlike Goldsmith's " land to ills a prey," 
t - Men should accumulate, and wealth decay. 

Rev. H. L. Mansell. 



ON SEEING THE WORDS "DOMUS ULTIMA," INSCRIBED 

ON THE VAULT BELONGING TO THE DUKES OF 

RICHMOND IN CHICHESTER CATHEDRAL. 

Did he, who thus inscribed the wall, 
Not read or not believe St. Paul, 
Who says there is, where'er it stands, 
Another house, not made with hands ? 
Or, may we gather from these words, - 
That house is not a House of Lords? 

Clabee. 
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THE DIVISION OF LABOUR 

A pabson of too free a life 

Was yet renowned for noble preaching ; 
And many grieved to see such strife 

Between his living and his teaching. 

His flock at last rebellions grew : 

"My friends," he said, "the simple fact is, 
Nor yon, nor I can both things do ; — 

But I can preach, and yon can practice." 



ON OXFORD FEES. 

When " Alma Mater" her kind heart enlarges, 
Charges her graduates, graduates her charges ; 
What safer rule could guide the accountant's pen, 
Than that of doubling fees for Dublin men. 

Rev. H. L. Mansbll. 



FAST DAY. 

As a priest one day chastised a Catholic sinner 
For eating, one fast day, roast beef for his dinner, 
The culprit replied, " Sir, how comes this to pass ? 
Ton told me last Sunday that all flesh was grass ; 
And though now in a different manner you treat it, 
It was only by way of a salad I ate it." 



iTIN COUPLET ADDRESSED TO "A CLERGYMAN WHO 
USED TO PREACH ARCHDEACON HARE'S SERMONS. 

Ne vendes lepores alienos, prome leporem 
Nativum : melior syllaba longa brevi. 

rhus rendered : 

1 
Don't rob the Archdeacon, friend ; give us instead 
A little less Hare, and a little more head. 

W. H, Dbapeb. 
2 
He sells us his Hares, and small credit he gains ; 
Let him lengthen the letter, and give us his brains. 

H. T. Hill. 
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ON PIO NONO AND CABPINAL WISEMAN. 

PAPAL AGGBESSION. 

Cum Sapiente Pins nostras juravit in aras : 
Impins, hen ! Sapiens desipiensqne Pins. 

Db. Soott. 
Thus translated: 

1 
Pius, jrith Wiseman, England's Church defies ; 
Thon impious Wiseman ! Pins thou unwise ! 

2 

# A Wiseman and a Pins, plots against our Church devise. 
' Ah, Wiseman, be more pious 1 Ah, Pins, be more wise ! 

W. H. Draper. 

3 

Wiseman and Pins our altars fair attacked ; 
Wiseman the piety, the wisdom Pins lacked. 

J. G. Napleton. 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 
MEDICAL. 

ON DR. I. LETTSOM. 

If anybody comes to I, 

I physics, bleeds, and sweats 'em; 
If after that they choose to die, 

Why, what care I? I. Lettsom. 



KILL OB CUBE. 

One day the surveyor, with a sigh and a groan, 
Said, "Doctor, I'm dying of gravel and stone;" 
The doctor replied, " This is true, then, though odd, 
What kills a surveyor's a cure for a road," 
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THE LAWYER AND THE DOCTOR. 

The doctor lives by sporting with our lives; 
And, by our follies fed, the lawyer thrives. 



ON A FAT DOCTOR AT OXFORD. 

When Tadloe treads the streets the paviors cry, 
" God bless you, sir ! " and lay their rammers by. 



Db. A. Evans. 



SENT WITH A COUPLE OF DUCKS TO A PATIENT'S 
MOTHER. 

BY THE LATE DB. JENNEB. 

I've despatched, my dear madam, this scrap of a letter, 

To say that Miss is very much better ; 

A regular doctor no longer she lacks, 

And therefore I've sent her a couple of quacks. 



T HM REPLY. 

Yes ! 'twas politic, truly, my very good friend, 
Thus a couple of quacks to your patient to send; 

Since there's nothing so likely as quacks, it is plain, 
To make work for a regular doctor again. 

Booth's Epigrams. 



ON SIR ASTLEY COOPER, BART. 

In surgery Sir Astley's skill 
Has justly brought him lucre; 

He has folly proved, and does so still, 
No surgeon' 8 like A Cooper. 
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HEBALDIO LINES BT SHERIDAN. 

Upon Silvester Douglas, Lord Glenbervie, who abandoned physic, 
wooed Themis, and obtained a coronet : 

Glenbebvte, Glenbervie, 
What's good for the scurvy? 
Bnt why is the doctor forgot? 
In his arms he should quarter 
A pestle and mortar, 
For his crest, an immense gallipot. 



GEOBGE THE THIBD'S PHYSICIANS. 

The king employed three doctors daily, 

Willis, Heberden, and Baillie, 

All exceeding skilful men, 

Baillie, Willis, Heberden : 

But doubtful which most sure to kill is, 

Baillie, Heberden, or Willis. 



THE MEDICAL DANCEB. 

The circumstances upon which this epigram is founded took 
place about the year 1788 or 1789. 

A son of the pestle, just dubbed an M.D., 

Full vain of his title, wig, ruffles, and fee, 

In Bath public rooms made the circle all stare, 

By gestures, queer steps, and extravagant air : 

When Harrington said to his friend Dr. Woodward, 

(Both of whom possessed humour, and every one's good word), 

" Pray tell me, what famous professor of France 

Has taught thus our good brother H*w**d to dance? 

His gait and his gambols amaze and delight us ! 

Who could be his master? "— " Who could it? St. Vitus/" 



A MEBBT THOUGHT. 

They cannot be complete in aught 
Who are not humorously prone ; 

A man without a merry thought 
Can hardly have a tuxmy-tamft. 
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ON A YOUNG GENTLEMAN 

EXCHANGING THE MEDICAL FOB THE MILITARY PROFESSION. 

To Mart old Etculapiut yields, — 
Young Cam projects no cores, but slaughter ; 

The pistol, not the pestle, wields, 
The warrior's, not the doctor's mortar. 



MOBS JANUA VTLE. 

Death is the gate of life, they say; 

The way to bliss, all sects agree; 
Then, surely none can grudge to pay 

So small a toll, the doctor's fee. 

Medicub. 



A NICE POINT. 

HEARING THAT A GENTLEMAN HAD DIED WHIL8T HI8 PHYSICIAN 
WAS WHITING A PRESCRIPTION FOB HIM. 

How could'st thou thus so hasty be, death ? 

And why be so precipitate with me? 
Why not some moments longer spare my breath, 

And let thy friend, the doctor, get his fee? 



THE MARQUIS DE ST. JUST. 

A certain statesman, found to have the stone, 

Was doomed to undergo an operation ; 
Amongst his friends, the fact, becoming known 

Occasioned much remark and conversation. 
" How came he by this ailment ? " some one cried : 

" I scarce know anything that could be sadder." 
" The explanation's clear," a wit replied, 

" His heart has just slipped down into his bladder ! " 

From M. Botm. loosa ^iou, \ 
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A KILLING MAN. 

FROM FABIAN PILLET. 

His long speeches, his writings, in prose and in rhyme, 
Dr. Julep declares are but meant to kill time ; 
What a man is the doctor ! for do what he will, 
He something or somebody wishes to kill. 



SYMPATHY. 

A dootob and an undertaker met; 
They spoke of illness, fees, of trade, and debt;— 
And well they might, for such a dismal day 
Never was known for coughs and deaths to clay; 
Parting in fog, they both exclaimed together, 
" Good morning t'ye ; this is rare coffin weather." 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 
NAVAL AND MILITARY. 

TO LORD NELSON. 

BT PETEB PINDAR, 

With his Lordship's Night-cap,' that caught fire on the poet's head, 
as he was reading in bed. 

Take your night-cap again, my good lord, I desire, 

For I wish not to keep it a minute ; 
What belongs to a Nelson, where'er there is fire, 

Is sure to be instantly in it. 



WELLINGTON'S NOSE. 

" Prat, why does the great captain's nose 
Resemble Venice ?" Duncombe cries. 

" Why," quoth Sam Rogers, "I suppose 
Because it has a bridge of size (sighs)." 
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ON THE DUKE OF WELLINTON, 

Whose life waa once endangered by one of the small bones of a 
ing of a partridge, on which he was dining. 

Strange that the duke, whose life was charmed 

'Gainst injury by ball and cartridge, 
Nor by th' Imperial Eagle harmed, 

Should be endangered by a partridge I 

'Twould surely every one astony 

As soon as ever it was known, 
That the great conqueror of Boney, 

Himself was conquered by a bone. 



}N THE SHOT FIRED AT THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON, 
AT PABIS, IN 1816. 

IMITATION OF THE FRENCH. 

The shot has missed ; I'll tell you why, — 

Our laurelled chief no danger ran : 
The erring marksman aimed too high ; 

He thought the duke a greater man. 



During the time of the last war with France, the following was 
i vogue: 

Says Boney to Johnny, " I'm coming to Dover;" 
Says Johnny to Boney, " You're better at home ;" 
Says Boney to Johnny, " I mean to come over;" 
Says Johnny to Boney, " You'll be overcome" 



MILITIA RETURN. 

E. M. feels quite unfit to serve, 

Being short of strength as well as nerve. 

To take up arms he's most unwilling, 

Though he should need but little drilling; 

For, as to Marches, let me see, . 

He's gone through, nearly thirty-three. \ 
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ON BONAPAETE'S FAILURE IN RUSSIA. 

Of all hard-named generals that caused much distraction, 
And poor Boney's hopes so ill-naturedly crossed, 

The hardest of all, and the keenest in action, 
That Russia produces is General Frost. 



ON LORD DUNDONALD. 

Yon fight so well, and speak so ill, 

Your case is somewhat odd; 
Fighting abroad you're quite at home, 

Speaking at home — abroad. 

Therefore your friends, than hear yourself, 

Would rather of you hear; 
And that your name in the Gazette, 

Than Journals, should appear. 



MILITARY JEU D'ESPRIT. 

A Colonel, by chronicles late, it appears, 

In style gave a feed to his crack volunteers; 

The dishes were good, but the glasses so small, 

His heroes could scarcely drink any at all. 

The commandant thus to his right and left wing 

Said, " Gentlemen, charge'; let us drink to the King! " 

A jolly sub, eyeing his glass at the time, 

Cried, " Colonel, here's hardly enough for a prime/" 



ON THE BALL-ROOM OF THE TENTH ROYAL HUSSARS 

BEING PROFUSELY DECKED WITH LAUREL.* 

Soldiers! how ill-advised in you to raise, 

The other night, so vast a bower of bays ; 

Few had there been, we might perhaps have thought 

They were the laurels you had won, not bought. 



• The ball given in Dublin by the officers to the Marchioness of Londonderry. 
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ON NELSON'S VICTORY OVEB THE FBENCH 
FLEET (1798). 

Ou b ships at the Nile have created such terror, 
" Ex Nilo fit nil" proves a logical error. 



ON HEABINO THAT THE FRENCH HAD MELTED DOWN 
THEIR IMAGES TO PURCHASE ARTILLERY. 

THB FOLLOWING LINE8 WEBB WBITTEN BY A CaMBBIDOE STUDENT. 

Quoth a rev'rend priest to a less rev'rend friend, 

" Where, at length, will the crimes of these French villains end. 

Who their saints and their martyrs thus impiously sell, 

And convert into damnable engines of hell? " 

44 Prithee, why," quoth his friend, 44 are yon so much surprised ? 

The saints had their deserts, and were all canonized" 



ON THE FREQUENT DEFEATS OF THE FRENCH 
ARMY (1760). 

The toast of each Briton in war's dread alarms, 
O'er bottle or bowl, is 44 Success to our arms." 
Attacked, put to flight, and soon forced from each trench, 
" Success to our legs " is the toast of the French. 



ON THE INSURRECTION IN POLAND. 

'Twas the Russian's conscription, the papers declare, 
Made the nation fling off his control ; 

So it is not the pole that has stirred up the bear, 
But the bear who has stirred up the Pole. 

Fun. 



FROM THE SEAT OF WAR. 

Gaxta'8 defenders, 'twould seem, have a turn 
For the tailoring craft ; for from Renter we learn 
That, as soon as the news of an arm'stice them reaches, 
They all set to work, sirs, repairing their breaches. 
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ON A SAILOB RIDING. 

The sailor curses land's uneven tides. 
While he, no rider, a wild horse bestrides. 

Ninian Pateeson. 



ON A SAILOR WHO WAS THROWN ON THE 
NECK OF HIS HORSE. 

Spectatob, cease your cruel glee, 

From taunting jests refrain, 
Sure 'tis no wondrous thing to see 

A sailor on the mane ! 



THE POST-CAPTAIN MARRIED. 

" Hang it, Jack, you've turned coward," said an unmarried tar, 
" These scoldings to take from the shrew whom you mated." 
" No, I'm still," replied Jack, "the same brave man of war, 
And, as such, you know, must consent to be rated." 



/ 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 

FORENSIC. 



SENT ACROSS THE COURT BY A BARRISTER TO A 
BEAUTIFUL LADY. 

Whilst petty offences and felonies smart, 

Is there no jurisdiction for stealing one's heart ? 

You, fair one, will smile, and say, " Laws, I defy you 1" 

Assured that no peers can be summoned to try you; 

But think not such paltry defence shall secure ye, 

For the Graces and Muses will just ms&& * Vax^. 
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TO A BRIEFLESS BABBISTEB. 



If to reward them for their various evil, 
All lawyers go hereafter to the devil; 
So little mischief thou dost by the laws, 
Thou'lt surely go below without a cause. 



A TENDER MAID. 

>n Garrow's cross-questioning an old woman, trying to elicit from 
that a tender had been made for some premises in dispute : 

Gabbow, forbear I That tough old jade 
Can never prove a tender made. 

Jxxtll. 



THE SONS OF ASSIZE. 

>n the occasion of Mr. Baron Alder-son and Mr. Justice 
te-«on, some years since, holding the Assizes at Cambridge, Mr. 
a-son was appointed to preach the Assize Sermon. The next 
rning, the following lines were sent by post to the Judges: 

A Babon, a Justice, a Preacher — sons three: 
The Preacher, the son of a Gun is he; 
^ The Baron, he is the son of a tree ; 
Whose son the Justice is, I can't well see, 
But read him Pater-son, and all will agree, 
That the eon of his father the Justice must be. 



ON SIB JOHN LEACH. 

JVhtle Lord Eldon was obtaining for his court the character of a 
irt ef oyer sans terminer^ the conduct of the Master of the Bolls, 
his court, of terminer sans oyer % was thus celebrated by one as 
iseless as the cause : 

A Judge sat on the judgment bench ; 

A jolly judge was he ; 
He said unto the registrar, 

" Now call a cause to me." 

" There is no cause," said registrar, 

And laughed aloud with glee ; 
" A cunning Leach hath despatched them &&, \ 

I can call no cause to thee." \ 
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WRITTEN ON THE UNION, 1801, BY A BABBIT 
OF DUBLIN. 

Why should we complain that the times are so bad, 

Pursuing a querulous strain, 
When Erin gives np all the rights that she had, 

What right has she left to complain f 



THE SUCCESSION OF AGES. 

WBTTTEN ON THE DOOB OF A SMITH'S SHOP FORMERLY BEI 
TO MB. DUNDAS, LATE PRESIDENT OF THE COURT OF SESSI 
SCOTLAND. 

The house a lawyer once enjoyed, 
Now to a smith does pass ; 

How naturally the iron age 
Succeeds the age of brass! 



BETALIATION. 

When we've nothing to dread from the law's sternest fr< 
How we smile at the barristers' wigs, bands, and gowns 
But as soon as we want them to sue or defend, 
Then their laughter begins, and our mirth's at an end. 



CITY LOVE. 

In making love let poor men sigh, 

But love that's ready made is better 
For men of business ; 'tis thus I, 

If madam will be cruel, let her. 
But should she wish that I should wait, 

And miss the 'change, oh no, I thank her ; 
I court by deed, or after date, 

Through my solicitor or banker. 



MEUM AND TUUM RECONCILED. 

The Law decides questions of Meum and Tuum, 
By kindly arranging to make the thing Suum. 
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ON LOBD CHIEF JUSTICE ELLENBOBOUGH. 

In spite of quirk, quibble, writ of error, or flaw, 
Since Law* is made justice, we'll seek justice from law. 



A LAWSUIT. 

Singe Tom went first to law with Ned, 

And made the sad attack, 
'Tis said he scarce has had a coat 

To put upon his back. 
But, verily, the case is such, 
That Tom has had a tuit too much. 



ON A VERY TALL BABBISTEB OF THE NAME 
OF LONG. 

Longe longorum longissime, Longe virorum, 
Die mini, te quaeso, num Breve quidquid habes ? 

T. Dunbab. 



DIVES AND LAZABUS, 

Dives the Cardiff Bar retains, 
And counts their learned noses, 

Whilst the defendant Lazarus 
On Abraham's* breast reposes, 

Jsetll. 



•Law is the family name, 
.poor defendant, unable to pay counsel, was defended by Abraham Moore, 
>f Exeter. 
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WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 
MUSICAL. 

THE DESPAIRING MUSICIAN. 

Unable to descant in tunable rhyme, 
My spirits unstrung, and my pulse out of time; 
Of no crotchet or note my slow heart is possessed, 
Each jollity pauses, each fancy's at rest. 

Unnatural Fate, too discordant by far, 
On all my gay lessons has doubled the bar; 
Still sharply repeats it, denies me repose, 
And slurs all my measures, and varies my woes. 

When I bid her move slow, then she jigs it away, 
And basely acts counter to all I can say; 
While raging I shake with a treble vexation, 
And la! mi! is the tenor of each lamentation. 

My ideas, turned grave, dance in concert no more, 
Or beat to those movements no time can restore ; 
Yon cliff will I acate that o'erlooks the ./tot plain, 
Where a strong chord shall end me, and also my strain. 



ON PAGANINI. 

Paoanini, I wonder no more at your fame ; 

To me all your skill is no longer a riddle ; 

For nature, which made you a Pagan in name, 

Of musicians has made you the greatest in fiddle (infidel). 



MADRIGAL. 

When two score throats together squall 
It may be called a Mad-rig-al. 

Swift.' 



* 8wift was not very partial to music. 
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ON HANDEL AND BONONCINL 

Some say that Signor Bononcini,* 
Compared to Handel's a mere ninny ; 
Others aver that to him Handel 
Is scarcely fit to hold a candle. 
Strange that such high disputes should be 
'Twixt Tweedle-dum and Tweedle-dee. 

Swift. 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 

ON THE SEXES. 



IIEF EPIGRAM BY AN OLD GENTLEMAN, WHOSE 
DAUGHTER, ARABELLA, IMPORTUNED HIM FOR 
MONEY. 

" Deab Bell, to gain money, sure silence is best, 
For dumb-bells are fittest to open the chest." 



ON THE DEATH OF THE HOTTENTOT VENUS, 
AT PARIS. 

The Venus of Medicis scarcely has flown, 
When, Paris, alas ! your next Venus is gone — 

And no end to your losses you find. 
Well may you in sackcloth and ashes deplore ; 
For the former fair form had no equal before, 

And the latter no equal behind. 

A Vibtuoso. 



t the reign of Queen Anne, after the introduction of the Italian Opera, the 
1 world was dirided into two factions. 
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ON THE MABBIAGE OP CAPT. FOOTE WITH 

MISS PATTEN. 

With a Patten to wife, 
Through the rough road of life 

May he safely and easily jog: 
May the ring never break, 
Nor the knot be found weak, 

Nor the Foote find the Patten a Clog. 



MATRIMONIAL JABS. 

Wife* " You're a false cruel wretch, not a year after marrit 
To try to degrade me, and put down the carriage" 
Husband. " A lady, my dear," was the answ'ring reproach, 
" Is known by her carriage, but not by her coach" 



ON THE MARRIAGE OF EBENEZEB SWEET AND 

JANE LEMON. 

How happily extremes do meet in Jane and Ebenezer! 
She no longer sour, but sweet ; and he a Lemon squeezer 



ON THE DEPARTURE OF A CERTAIN COUNT FOR IT. 
WHENCE HE SENT SOME ITALIAN MUSIC 
IN SCORE FOR THE OPERA. 

He has quitted the Countess; what can she wish more? 
She loses her husband, and gets back a score. 

8. Roger 



WOMAN'S CHARMS. T' , 

Translated from the Welsh. 

A woman's charmjMwill pass away, 
Her eyes grow dim, her teeth decay; 
But while she breathes the vital gale, « 
'Tis strange b& tongue should never fail, y 



■W* 
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SPOKEN EXTEMPORE TO A LADY ON BEING ASKED 
WHAT THIS WORLD WAS LIKE. 

This world is a prison in every respect, 
Whose walls are the heavens in oommoir; 

The gaoler is sin, and the prisoners men, 
And the fetters are nothing but — women. 



MATRIMONIAL. 

Loud brayed an ass. Quoth Kate, " My dear, 
(To spouse, with scornful carriage,) 

One of your relatives I hear." 
** Yes, love," said he, " by marriage." 



A LAWYER'S DECLARATION: THE BEST FEE, 
T Hrt FEMALE. 

Fse-sdcple and the simple fee, 

And all the fees in tail, 
Are nothing when compared with thee, 

Thou best of feet—fe-male. 



MULTIPLICATION. 

Dick had two aunts of large estate, 
While want and hunger were his fate: 
These dames death took, to end his woes, 
And soon two aunts to ten-ants rose. 



ON THE MARRIAGE OF MR. TO MISS BURN. 

When love from restraint shall unsettle the head, 
St. Paul has decreed it is better to wed ; 
As much as to say, would you quench your desire, 
Take a leap from the frying-pan into the fire: 
The bridegroom this paradox tries in its turn, 
First he burns to get married, then marries to burn. 



u 
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WOMAN'S WILL. 

Where is the man who has the power and skill 
To stem the torrent of a woman's will? 
For if she will, she will, you may depend on't; 
And if she won't, she won't, and there's an end on't. 



ON MAN'S WILL. 

That woman's wrong who tries hy force or skill 

To stop the torrent of a man's self-will ; 
For if he says he won't, he will, you may depend on't ; 

And if he says he will, he won't, and there's an end on' 

Booth's Epigrams 



WOMAN. 



Fair woman was made to bewitch, 
A pleasure, a pain, a disturber, a nurse, 
A slave or a tyrant, a blessing or curse, 
Fair woman was made to be — which ? 



TO A YOUNG LADY, WHO KEQUESTED THE AUT1 
TO RESTORE A LOCK OF HAIR HE HAD 
TAKEN FROM HER. 

By one only recompense can J be led 
With, this beautiful ringlet to part ; 

That should I restore you the lock of your head, 
You will give me the key of your heart. 



MATRIMONY. 

" My dear, what makes you always grave?" 
(The wife exclaimed — her temper gone,) 

44 Is home so dull and dreary ?" 
44 Not so, my love," he said, 44 not so, 
But man and wife are one, you know ; 

And when alone I'm weary." 
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TO A YOUNG LADY, ON HER MARRIAGE WITH 
MR. GEE. 

Subs, madam, by your choice, your taste we see : 

What's good, or great, or grand, without a G ? 

A godly glow must sure on G depend, 

Or oddly low our righteous thoughts must end : 

The want of G all gratitude effaces; 

And, without G, the Oraee$ would run raea ! 



YES AND NO. 

Mb. Burke once intended a lady to please — 
Observing some work that was pinned to her knees— 

By asking what work she had got ? 
'* I'm knotting/ 1 she answered, *• 'tis tiresome work, 
But pretty, when done ; can you knot, Mr. Burke ? " 

"No, madam," said he, "I can not." 



FROM THE GERMAN OF XESSING. 

I asked my fair, one happy day, 

What I should tall her Ln my lay ; 
By what sweet name, from Rome or Greece— 

Iphigenia, Clelia, Chloria, 

Laura t Lesbia, Delia, Doris, 
Dorimene, or Luerece ? 

•• Ah I ,f replied my gentle fair, 

" Beloved I what are names but air? 
Take thou whatever suits the fine, 

Clelia, Iphigenia, Chloris, 

Laura, Lesbia, Delia, Doris— 
But don't forget to call me — thine." 



A PRUDENT CHOICE. 

When Loveless married Lady Jenny, 
Whose beauty was the ready penny, 

1 • I choose her, aai d he , • * like old plate, 
Not for the fashion, but for weight." 
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ON MISS BAIN. 

While shivering beaux at weather rail; 
Of frost, and snow, and wind, and nail, 

And heat, and cold complain, 
My steadier mind is always bent 
On one sole object of content — 

I ever wish for Bain 1 
Hymen, thy votary's prayer attend ; 
His anxious hope and suit befriend; 

Let him not ask in vain ; 
His thirsty soul, his parched estate, 
His glowing breast commiserate — 

In pity give him Bain 1 



TO MABY , AFTBB SEEING THE CELEBBATEl 

STATUE "VENUS OBTA MABI." 

When I ascribed, as bound in duty, 
The character of perfect beauty 

To " Venus orta mari," 
I meant that I must hesitate 
Perfection to appropriate — 

To Venus or — to Mary. 



TO A LADY WHO BOASTED OF HEB BOSES 
AND TULIPS. 

The roses are quite emblematic of thee, 

Beplete with each beauty divine ; 
And as for thy tulips, we all must agree, 

No two lips are sweeter than thine. 



A HAPPY BEPLY. 

A gentleman, who had for some time paid his addresses to a 1 
was asked by her one day which he thought the prettiest flov 
roses or tulips? " Oh I give me your two-lips," said he, " befor 
the roses in the world." The lady instantly made the folio 
reply: — 

tl That may be, sir; but this you'll understand, — 
The man who takes my lip* must take my hand." 
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- THE END OF LOVE. 

TO MISS , BY HEB L0VZB. 

" Clara, I swear by all I ever swore, 
That from this hour I ne'er will love yon more ;" 
" Love me no more ? for why this alter'd vow ?" 
" Because I cannot love you more than now." 



TO A LADY, WHO DREW THE PINS OUT OP HEB 
BONNET DURING A THUNDER-STORM. 

Cease, Eliza, thy locks to despoil, 
Nor remove the bright steel from thy hair ; 

For fruitless most surety's the toil, 
Since Nature hath made thee so fair. 

While the rose on thy cheek shall remain, 
And thine eye so bewitchingly shine, 

Thy endeavours must still be in vain, 
For attraction will always be thine. 



THE TOUCHSTONE. 

A fool and knave, with different views, 

For Julia's hand apply ; 
The knave to mend his fortune sues, 

The fool to please his eye. 

Ask you how Julia will behave 7 

Depend on't for a rule, 
If she's a fool she'll wed the knave, 

If she's a knave, the fool. 

Rev. Samuel Bishop. 



TO A LADY WITH A PAIR OF GLOVES. 

Fairest, to thee I send these gloves ; 
If you love me leave out the G, 
And make a pair of loves. 

In the Pepysian Library at Cambridge, 
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DIFFERENCE BETWEEN GOULD AND GOLD. 

An old gentleman, of the name of Gould, lately married a girl 
scarcely nineteen years of age. After the wedding, the juvenile 

bridegroom addressed to his friend Dr. G the following couplet 

to inform him of the happy event : — 

"So you see, my dear sir, though eighty years old, 
A girl of nineteen falls in love with old Gould." 

To which the Doctor replied : — 

" A girl of nineteen may love Gould, it is true ; 
" But believe me, dear sir, it is Gold without U." 



ON THREE WIVES. 
By Thomas Bastabd, Esq. 

Though marriage by some folks 

Be reckoned a curse, 
Three wives I did marry 

For better or worse— 
The first for her person, 

The next for her purse, 

The third for a warming pan, 

Doctress, and nurse. 



THE ODDS. 

The bright bewitching Fanny's eyes 
A thousand hearts have won, 

Whilst she, regardless of the prize, 
Securely keeps her own. 

Ah ! what a dreadful girl are you, 
Who, if you e'er design 

To make me happy, must undo 
999. 



A LOVER'S CONSOLATION. 

A mistress I've lost, it is true ; 

But one comfort attends the disaster — 
That had she my mistress remained, 

I could jiot have called myself master. 
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REJECTED LOVE. 

k late Sir Gregory Page, when he was about seventy, sent a pair 
oves to a young lady, with the following lines : — 

Take G from Glove, 
There remains Love, 
Which I send thee 1 

lady, suspecting from whom they eame, returned them with this 
rer: — 

Take P from Page, 
There remains Age, 
Which suits not me. 



>LY TO MISS CHABLOTTE NESS, WHO INQUIRED THE 
MEANING OP THE LOGICAL TERMS •• ABSTRACT " 
AND " CONCRETE." 

" Sat, what is Abstract, what Concrete ? 

Their differences define." 
" They both in one fair person meet, 

And that, dear maid, is thine." 

" How so ? The riddle pray undo." 

** I thus your wish express : 
For when I lovely Charlotte view, 
I then view loveli-ntM." 



ON A FINE WOMAN, TOO FOND OF PRAISING 
HER HUSBAND. 

You always are making a god of your spouse ; 
But this neither reason nor conscience allows. 
Perhaps you will say, 'tis in gratitude due, 
And you adore him because he adores you. 
Your argument's weak, and so you will find — 
For you, by this rule, must adore all mankind. 

Db. Swirr. 
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ON THE MAERIAGE OP MISS LITTLE, A LADY 
REMARKABLY SHORT IN STATURE. 

Thrice happy Tom — I think him so ; 

For, mark the poet's song : 
" Man wants but little here below, 

Nor wants that little long." 



ON THE MARRIAGE OF A CAPTAIN GRAVES TO 
A LADY NAMED GRAVES. 

The graves, 'tis said, will yield the dead, 
When the last trumpet shakes the skies ; 

Bat if God please, from Graves like these, 
A dozen living folks may rise. 



DEFORMITY. 

On a deformed, but amiable female, of whom a " lady " spoke un- 
feelingly and in derision : 

In body crooked 1 but in mind — erect! 

Scoffer ! reverse the case, you'll see your own defect. 



/ 



ON THE MARRIAGE OF J. THOMAS TO E. LOTT. 

Since Thomas, who was lately free, 

In Hymen's noose hath got, 
I wish him joy, and hope he'll be 

Contented with his Lott. 



SHIFTS. 

A commebciaii TBAVELLEB lately left a shirt at an inn, and 
wrote to the chamber-maid to forward it to h*™ by coach, which 
produced the following: — 

" I hope, dear sir, you'll not feel hurt ; 

I'll frankly tell you all about it ; 
IVe made a shift with, youi o\3l aTcdxt, 
And you must make a shift -mtt\oT&\\" 



\ 
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ON MISS M. TBEE, THE SINGER. 

On this Tree when a nightingale settles and sings, 
The Tree will return her as good as she brings. 

LUTTBELL. 



ENGAGING. 

on't yon think there would be much more bloodshed than now, 
f the women, like men, their own wars might be waging?*' 
Jnoth cynical Dick. Said his friend, " I allow 
That there might, for I'm sure they'd be always engaging." 



THE GAMBLER MARRIED. 

«• I'm very much surprised," quoth Harry, 
" That Jane a gambler should marry." 

" I'm not at all," her sister says, 
" You know he has such winning ways." 



THE AFFIRMATIVE. 

When Celia was asked if to church she would go, 

The fair one replied. " Oh no, Richard, no." 

At her meaning I ventured a pretty good guess ; 

For from grammar I'd learned, " No and no stood for yes 1 " 



THE UNION. 

Among the men what dire divisions rise ; 
For "Union" one, and one "No Union" cries. 
Shame on the sex that such dispute began, 
Ladies are all for union — to a man. 



WHICH MEN ARE PREFERABLE. 

Whether tall men or short men are best, 

Or bold men, or modest and shy men, \ 

I can't say, but this I protest, \ 

All the fair are in favour of hy-men. 
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A WARM RECEPTION. 

Rubtious wrote a letter to his love, 
And filled it full of warm and keen desire; 

He hoped to raise aflame, and so he did, — 
The lady put his nonsense in the fire! 



THE AMENDE HONOURABLE. 

Quoth Will, " On that young servant-maid 
My heart its life-string stakes." 

" Quite safe ! " cries Dick, " don't be afraid ; 
She pays for all she breaks." 



AMERICAN MARRIAGE. 

The marriage of a Mr. Williams, aged nearly eighty, to a Miss 
Candle, aged fourteen, gave rise to much badinage in the various 
prints in the States. The humorous lines below were first pub- 
lished in the Berkshire American : — 

Whate'eb is old on Hymen's stage, 

The wags in rhyme will twist it, 
Whether in courtship, name, or age, 

The married ones have missed it. 
But e'en though witlings make a rout, 

And whims severely handle, 
When life's poor lamp is going out, 

'Tis wise to get a Candle. 



A HOME ARGUMENT. 

By one decisive argument 

Giles gained his lovely Kate's consent 

To fix the bridal day. 
" Why in such haste, dear Giles, to wed? 
I shall not change my mind," she said; 

" But then," says he, " I may." 

W. B. Rhodes. 
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MAKBIED, AT LONG ISLAND, ME. JAMES ANDERSON 
TO MISS ANNA BREAD. 

While toasts their lively graces spread, 

And fops around them flutter, 
I'll be content with Anna Bread, 

And won't have any but her. 



THE SLEEPING PABTNEB. 

Will Sprightly, when courting a buxom young maid, 
Was asked if he'd formed a connection in trade ; 
44 Not yet," he replied; " but I mean so to do, 
For I hope to become sleeping partner with you." 



SHOBT AND LONG. 

" Youb girl is very short" cried Tom, 
" Though slender round the waist ; " 

Quoth Dick, " To have a mistress long 
Would never suit my taste." 



ON MB. HATNE AND MISS FOOTE. 

On reading in the papers that Mr. Hayne (who had previously 
directed a deed of settlement to be drawn for £40,000) had offered 
Miss Foote £500 not to lay her grievances before a jury. 

The world, though it censures, still pities you, Hayne, 

For the Foote that you've wounded will doubtless give pain. 

'Tis booties*, howe'er, now you find the shoe pinch, 

To try from your bargain so meanly to flinch. 

Expectation's on tip-toe, and more than one-half 

Of your Mends think you still act the part of a calf. 

'Tis strange how the thought should have entered your mind, 

That in Ber — y's left Foote you a right one could find. 

She takes legal steps, since your promises fail, 

And the case won't permit of your giving %-bail. 

Yon have talked of " the ring," and the law will command, 

That you " make up a parse," if you'll not give your hand. 

Into court you must hobble, your senses to cool, 

Where you'll find jn yourself a most perfect Foote's-too// 
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ON A WOMAN WHO WAS SINGING BALLADS TO OBTAIN 
MONEY TO BURY HER HUSBAND. 

Fob her husband deceased, Sally chants the sweet lay ; 

Why, faith, it is singular sorrow ; 
But (I doubt) since she sings for a dead man to-day, 

She'll cry for a live one to-morrow. 



BY CLEMENT MAROT, VALET TO FRANCIS I. 

Abel wants to marry Mabel ; 

Well, that's very wise of Abel ; 
But Mabel won't at all have Abel ; 

Well, that's wiser still of Mabel. 



THE REVERSE. 

To marry Peter, Polly wisely tries ; 
Peter won't have her, — Peter, too, is wise. 



DINNER AND TEA. 

A would-be Benedick wrote as follows to a female relative : 

How comes it, this delightful weather, 
That U and I can't dine together? 

To which the lady replied: 

My worthy coz, it cannot B ; 
U cannot come till after T. 



FOR BETTER, FOR WORSE. 

"Nay, prithee, dear Thomas, ne'er rave thus and curse, 
Remember you took me * for better, for worse.' " 
"I know it," quoth Thomas, "but then, madam, look you,— 
Ton prove, upon trial, much worse tkwa.1 tooY^wiu" 
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CONSOLATION. 

Tom to a shrew lives linked in wedlock's fetter, 
Yet let not Tom his stars too sorely corse : 

As there's no hope his wife will e'er be better, 
So there's no fear she ever can be worse. 



THE TWO KNOTS. 

If 'tis to marry when the knot is tied, 
Why then they marry who at Tyburn ride ; 
And if that knot till death is loosed by none, 
Why then to marry and be hanged's all one. 



FOBBIDDEN FBUIT. 

Schoolmaster, having become rather thirsty, opened his desk 
fresh himself with an apple which he had deposited there. To 
isappointment it was gone. Conjecturing that his wife, who 
ust been there, had taken it, he instantly despatched to her 
allowing: 

Your mother Eve an apple stole, 

But ate it not alone ; 
She gave a part to that dear soul, 

Of whom she was the bone. 
I'd have my Eve at least as kind; 

And therefore beg, dear madam, 
You will another apple find, 

And send it to your Adam. 

"John Bull," 



UPON A WILFUL HELPMATE. 

A headstrong wife, who oft came in for blame, 
When charged with scant obedience, would reply, 

" Why snarls my spouse ? our wishes are the same : 
He would the ruler be, and so would I." 
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ON A WOMAN THAT FELL OUT WITH HEB HUSBAND. 

A woman lately fiercely did assayle 

Her husband with sharp toung, but sharper nayle ; 

But one that heard and saw it, to her saide, 

" Why do you use him thus? hee is your heade." 

" He is my heade, indeed," saith she, " 'tis true ; 

Sir, I may scratch my heade, and so may you." 

Fbom a M.S. in Sion College Lebbaby. 17th. Cen. 



A BEADY ANSWEB. 

Says *Jack Wilkes to a lady, " Pray name, if you can, 
Of all your acquaintance, the handsomest man." 

The lady replied, " If you'd have me speak true, 
He's the handsomest man that's the most unlike you." 



ATTBACTIONS AT HOME AND ABBOAD. 

Says the wife of a Cantab, " Pray tell me how is it 

I'm your dear, and your love, when I go on a visit, 

But when I return I'm the plague of your life, 

And we pass all our time in reproaches and strife?" 

Says the Cantab, "I'll tell you ; when you are afar, 

I do what I like, without hindrance or jar ; 

Though my rule you despise, you must bow to the laws 

That regulate matter, and this is the cause : 

Your attractions increase with diminished resistance, 

And the force of my love as the square of the distance." 

E. Jebmyn. 



THE METAMOEPHOSIS. 

The little boy, to show his might and pow'r, 
Turned Io to a cow, Narcissus to a flow'r; 
Transformed Apollo to a homely swain, 
And Jove himself into a golden rain. 
These shapes were toPrable — but, by the mass ! 
He's metamorphosed me — into an ass. 

Suckling. 



* Jack Wilkes was the ugtte%t.inwi oi\t\% to"J. \ 
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COURAGE MISPLACED. 

As Thomas was cudgelled one day by his wife, 

He took to the street, and fled for his life ; 

Tom's three nearest friends came by in the squabble ; 

And saved him at once from the shrew and the rabble ; 

Then ventured to give him some sober advice. 

But Tom is a person of honour so nice, 

Too wise to take counsel, too proud to take warning, 

That he sent all the trio a challenge next morning. 

Three duels he fought, and thrice ventured his life, 

Went home, and was cudgelled again by his wife. 

Swept. 



SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST. 

"Bet, wilt have me ? " said John. Quoth Bet, " Don't take it ill, 
I will not. But you may have me, if you will." 



MATRIMONIAL CAUTION. 

A scholar was about to marry. 

His friend said, " Ere thou dost, be wary; 

So wise art thou that I foresee 

A wife will make a fool of thee." 



W. S. Landob. 



L 



WOMAN'S WILL. 

Men dying make their wills — but wives 

Escape a work so sad ; 
Why should they make what all their Ima 

The gentle dames have had? 



\ 



ON MR. HUSBAND'S MARRIAGE. 

This case is the strangest we've known in our life, 
The husband's a husband, and so is the wife. 



THE DEVIL'S INFLUENCE. 

When Beelzebub first to make mischief began, 
He the woman attacked, and she gulled the man. 
This Moses asserts; and from thence we infer, 
That woman rules man, and the devil rules her. 

THUS ANSWERED : 

Said a man, onoe conversing, " How high in the scale 

Stood man above woman, so feeble and frail 1 

When the trial of virtue in Eden began, 

Satan dared not present his temptation to man." 

" Nay," answered the woman, " say not what he dared, 

The old serpent knew that some pains might be spared : 

1 For,' said he, * if I first get the man in my chain, 

The most difficult part of my task will remain; 

But can I succeed the fair Eve to allure, 

Adam follows of course and then both are secure.' 

So cease your proud boast of man's firmness, and own, 

If superior either, the woman's the one ; 

Since woman could overcome Adam, poor elf, 

But to overcome woman took Satan himself." 

Booth's Epigrams. 



TO MRS. MUTABLE. 

What though for beauty you may bear the bell; 
Yet ever to ring changes sounds not well. 



ON HEARING OF THE MARRIAGE OF A FELLOW 
OF ALL SOULS' COLLEGE. 

Silvio, so strangely love his mind controls, 
Has, for one single body, left All Souls. 
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THE HEN-PECKED DANDY. 

The demon of fashion Sir Fopling bewitches, 

The reason his lady betrays ; 
For as she is resolved upon wearing the breeches, 

In revenge he has taken the stays. 



ON WALTZING. 

At first they move slowly, with caution and grace, 

Like horses when just setting out on a race ; 

For dancers at balls, like horses at races, 

Must amble a little to show off their paces. 

The music plays faster, their raptures begin, 

Like lambkins they skip, like te-to-tums they spin ; 

Now draperies whirl, and now petticoats fly, 

And ancles at least are exposed to the eye : 

O'er the chalk-covered ball-room in circles they swim 

He smiles upon her, and she smiles upon him : 

Her hand on his shoulder is tenderly placed, 

His arm quite as tenderly circles her waist ; 

They still bear in mind as they're turning each other, 

The proverb—" One good turn's deserving another ;" 

And these bodily turns often end, it is said, 

By turning the lady's or gentleman's head. 



THE ROUND OF FASHION. 

To beat their poor old grandams' hoops 

Our modern dames endeavour: 
'Tis the old rage again come round, 

And bigger round than ever. 

W. H. Dbapeb. 



THE LATEST FASHION. 

Most contradictory, no doubt, 

The sex, through thick and thin ; 
For now, though crinolines go out, 

The skirts are coming in! 

By an Old Bachelor. 
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WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 
TOPOGRAPHICAL. 

A CHALLENGE FOR BEAUTY. 

Written by Heywood, in 1636. This is a song descriptive of 
the fashions of different nations, in words which will equally apply 
to the present period: 

The Turk in linen wraps his head, 

The Persian his in lawn too ; 
The Rnss with sables furs his cap, 

And change will not be drawn to ; 
The Spaniard's constant to his block ; 

The French inconstant ever ; 
But of all felts that may be felt, 

Give me your English beaver. 



IMPROMPTU ON THE WIDE TROUSERS ONCE IN 
FASHION. 

The garb, Dutch or Cossack, in which our beau kind 

Parade up and down, all so spruce, 
Of two towns in France ever put me in mind, 

And these are Toulon and Toulouse. 



ON THE MARQUIS OF SALISBURY'S PICTURE GALLERY 

AT HATFIELD PLACE. 

By the late Lord Ersejne. 

Your room, though long and narrow, 

And as straight as any arrow, 

Will ne'er with your other rooms tally ; 

But give it to your son,* 

'Twill be excellent fun, 

To hear it called Craribourn Alley, 



• Viscount Cranbourn. 
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AN OLD SAYING MISAPPLIED. 

One who, when asked, could not comply, 
Exclaimed, " I've other fish to fry." 
A Frenchman, who o'erheard the saying, 
Soon misapplied it, this odd way in : 
" I would do dat vich you do vish, 
But I must go and fry some fish." 



ON THE TELEGRAPHIC WERE CONNECTING 
ENGLAND AND AMERICA. 

John Bull and Brother Jonathan 
Each other ought to greet; 
They've always been extravagant, 
But now " make both ends meet." 



ON THE DONKEYS AT BRIGHTON. 

Though Balaam's ass got many a thwack, 

Yet was his fortune rare ; 

He bore a prophet on his back, 

And saw an angel fair. 

Is not your fortune far more bright, 
Ye Brighton donkeys, say ? 
Who carry spirits every night* 
And angels every day. 



BREAD AND MUSTARD PUN. 
(an old joke newly dressed.) 

The pilgrim o'er the desert wild 
Should ne'er let want confound him, 

For he at any time can eat 
The sand which is around him. 

It might seem odd that he could find 

Such palatable fare, 
Did you not know the sons of Ham 

Were bred and mustered there. 



• These donkeys were employed at night for smuggling purposes. 
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A MILK-AND-WATER EPIGRAM. 

" Abb good folks very clean tip town?" 

Inquired a rustic o'er his porter: 
" Clean !" cried a cockney, just come down, 
" They even wash their milk with water." 



ON THE RIVER LESSE, IN BELGIUM. 

Old Euclid may go to the wall, 

For we've solved what he never could guess : 
How the fish in the river are small, 

But the river they live in is lesse. 



ON THE IRISH COMMERCIAL FAILURES, 1800. 

The cit complains to all he meets, 
That grass will grow in Dublin Streets ; 

And swears that all is over ! 
Short-sighted mortal, can't you see, 
Your mourning will be changed to glee ? 

For then you'll live in clover. 



THE DEVIL'S CHOICE. 

Qiu Honest Pat, if the Devil his choice could make, 
Which of us d'ye suppose he first would take? 

Ans* Why, 'tis me to be sure, he would carry away; 
Your honour, he knows, he could have any day. 



IRISH WIT.— REPARTEE. 

As Pat, an old joker, and Yankee, more sly, 

Once riding together, a gallows passed by : 

Said the Yankee to Pat, " If I don't make too free, 

Give the gallows its due, and pray where would you be?" 

" Why, honey," says Pat, " faith, that's easily known; 

I'd be riding to town by myself all alone." 
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ON LEAVING A PLACE IN THE HIGHLANDS WHERE 
THE AUTHOR HAD BEEN KINDLY ENTERTAINED. 

When death's dark stream I ferry o'er— 

A time that sure shall come ; 
In heaven itself I'll ask no more 

Than just a Highland welcome ! 

BUBN8. 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 

NOMINAL. 

ON SEEING THE NAME OF " GEORGE REX " IN 
THE LIST OF BANKRUPTS, 

IN THE " GAZETTE " OF THE 9TH OF JUNE, 1821. 

Some wiseacres sadly their noddles perplex, 

To find that a bankrupt they'd make of George Rex; 

Some declare "'tis a hoax," whilst some, stanch and loyal, 

Pronounce it " a libel " upon the blood royal; 

Many think it " a blunder " — some say " no such thing," 

And swear "a commission won't stand 'gainst the King; " 

The King is no subject, and all ought to know, 

He cares not a fig for John Doe or Dick Roe ; 

Though he mayn't have a stiver in purse or in pocket, 

They can't 'gainst George Rex issue process or docket. 



ON SEEING THE NAME OF "RICHES" IN THE LIST OF 
BANKRUPTS, FEBRUARY 28th, 1826. 

Long have I grieved for dismal times, 

And scarce could make my 'customed rhymes, 

So sorely was I fretted ; 
Riches are scarce, we've long been told ; 
But now a wonder we behold, 

For Riches is gazetted ! 
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ON TWO BANKRUPT BANKERS OF CORK, NAMED 
GONNE AND GOWING. 

Going and gone are now all one, 

For Gonne is going, and Gowing's gone. 



ON THE DEATH OF MR. LE MANN, THE CELEBRATED 
BISCUIT-MAKER. 

Tell me, where is fancy bred 1 — 
I know not, since Le Mann is dead. 



ON READING THE NAME OF KISS IN THE GAZETTE. 

Love must no more pretend to smile, 
Though erst by poets hailed, — 
Cupid has surely fled our isle ; 
A Kiss we know has failed. 



ON A MAN NAMED NOTT. 

There was a man who was Nott born, 
His father was Nott before him, 

He did Nott live, he did Nott die, 
And his epitaph was Nott o'er him. 



ON A DUTCH VESSEL REFUSING TO TAKE UP MAJOR 
MONEY. 

Beneath the sun, 'tis said, there's nothing that's new; 

Though Solomon said it, the maxim's not true. 

A Dutchman, for instance, was heretofore known 

On lucre intent, and on lucre alone. 

Mynheer is grown honest, retreats from his prey, 

Won't pick up e'en Money, though dropped in his way. 
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ON TWINING, THE TEAMAN. 

It seems as if Nature had curiously planned 

That men's names with their trades should agree; 

There's Twining, the Teaman, who lives in the Strand, 
Would be whining if robbed of his T. 



N MESSRS. NEED AND RANSOME'S PAWNBROKERS' 
SHOP, HARNET, CHICHESTER. 

Observe beneath those three gilt balls 

Implied assurance handsome, 
That where the fond pledge Need enthrals, 

Is always found a Ransom*. 



A FALL. 



In Oxford Street, over a door, 
Ten days ago, — it might be more, 
A " Mr.' Fell " stuck up a bill, 
Saying, " Fell, from Holborn Hill." 



VERY LIKE A WHALE. 

The first of all the royal infant males, 
Justly takes title as the Prince of Wales ; 
Because His clear to seaman and to lubber, 
Babies and whales are both inclined to blubber. 



PYTHAGOREAN PHILOSOPHY. 

Poob Peter was in ocean drowned, 

A harmless, quiet creature ; 
And when at length his corpse was found, 

It had become salt-petre. 



76 THE WILD GABLANB. 



ABADDON. 

Abaddon, they say, is the name of the devil ; 

I dare say he'd thank 'em for being so civil : 

But there is no need of this name, though a sad one, 

For who does not know that the Devil's a bad 9 un t 



ON THE CLOSING OF THE ESTABLISHMENTS OF MOSES 
AND SONS, THE TAILORS. 

Half Hebrew, half English, the slopseller Moses, 
Cries cloes all the week, but on Saturday closes. 

B. Simpson. 



ON TWO MILLERS OF MANCHESTER, NAMED BONE AND 
SKIN, WHO WANTED TO MONOPOLISE CORN. 

BT BYBOM. 

Two millers thin, 
Called Bone and Skin, 
Would starve us all, or near it ; 
But be it known 
To Skin and Bone, 
That Flesh and Blood can't bear it. 



TO A MR. WELLWOOD, WHO EXAGGERATED. 

You double each story you tell ; 

You double each sight that you see. 
Your name's W, E, double L, 

W, double 0, D. 
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WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 

ON TRADES, <fec. 

ON A PEN AND QUILL MANUFACTURES. 

You put above your door, and in your bills, 
You're manufacturer of pens and quills; 
And, for the first, you well may feel a pride ; 
Yoxjj pens are better far than most I've tried; 
But for the quiUs, your words are somewhat loose; 
Who manufactures quills must be a goo$ef 



ON TWO CONTRACTORS FOR RUM AND GRAIN. 

To rob the public two contractors come, 
One cheats in corn, the other cheats in rum ; 
Which is the greater rogue, can you explain — 
The rogue in spirit, or the rogue in grain ? 



LINES ADDRESSED TO MR. ACCUM, WHO EXPOSED THE 
ADULTERATION OF BREAD. 

How shocking 'tis our fate to dread 

Our dealings with our baker ! 
And, while we eat our daily bread, 

Befriend the undertaker 1 

Death oft, by pistol, sword, or knife, 

Inflicts a mortal wound ; 
But who would think the staff of life 

Would fell us to the ground 1 
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RATHER DUSTY. 

The following humorous simile was written by Christopher Smart, 
an unfortunate and irregular man of genius, born 1722, at Ship- 
bourne, in Kent, and who died in the King's Bench prison in 1770. 

Thus when a barber and a collier fight, 
The barber beats the luckless collier white ; 
The dusty collier heaves his ponderous sack, 
And, big with vengeance, beats the barber black ; 
In comes the brick-dust man, with grime o'erspread, 
And beats the collier and the barber bed. 
Black, bed, and white, in various clouds aie tossed, 
And in the dust they raise, the combatants are lost. 



L 



BREWERS. 

The only fair traders in London that are, 
Are those that brew beer for the table ; 

They tell us they'll give us small beer for our fare, 
And they brew it as small as they're able. 



ON A WATCHMAN. 

Sound sleeps yon guardian of the night ; 

The hour's uncalled ; youth rests no sweeter : 
I thought he was a watch. «• You're right, 

But a stop-watch, not ^repeater" 



BUSINESS versus PLEASURE. 

A Banker from Lombard Street, Temple Bar through, 

To see Mr. Kean, drove away, 
And thus was accosted, " Do buy a bill, do ; 
Fine fruit, and a bill of the play." 

" Away," cried the Banker, " your noise prithee stop, 

I wish you your paper had kept hence ; 
I thought at the play to get rid of the shop — 
Yet you bore me with bills for acceptance. 11 
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SENT TO A FRIEND ON RECEIVING A BRACE OF 
WOODCOCKS. 

My thanks I'll no longer delay 

For birds which you've shot with such skill; 
But, though there was nothing to pay, 

Yet each of them brought in a bill! 

I mean not, my friend, to complain ; 

The matter was perfectly right ; 
And, when bills such as these come again, 

I'll always accept them at tight. 



ON MADAM BLAIZE, THE GLORY OF HER SEX. 

Goon people all, with one accord, 

Lament for Madam Blaize, 
Who never wanted a good word — 

From those who spake her praise. 

The needy seldom passed her door, 

And always found her kind; 
She freely lent to all the poor — 

Who left a pledge behind. 

She strove the neighbourhood to please' 
With manners wondrous winning; 

And never followed wicked ways — 
Except when she was sinning. 

At church, with silks and satins new, 

With hoop of monstrous size ; 
She never slumbered in her pew — 

But when she shut her eyes. 

Her love was sought, I do aver, 

By twenty beaux and more ; 
The king himself has followed her — 

When she has walked before. 

But now, her wealth and finery fled, 

Her hangers on cut short all; 
The doctors found, when she was dead, 

Her last disorder — mortal. 

Let us lament in sorrow sore ; 

For Kent Street well may say, 
That, had she lived a twelvemonth more, 

She had not died to-day. 

Goldsmith. 
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THE TWENTY-FIFTH OF MARCH. 

BY AN IMPROVIDENT TENANT. 

That when a lady's in the case, 
All other things of course give place, 

Was once a doubt with me, Mend Gay ; 
But Lady-Day the fact explains, 
Who never comes but she distrains, 

And carries all my things away ! 



A QUESTION FOR THE PEERAGE. 

As the late Trades' Unions, by way of a show, 

Over Westminster Bridge strutted five in a row, 

" I feel for the bridge," whispered Dick, with a shiver ; 

" Thus tried by the mob, it mcy sink in the river." 

Quoth Tom, a Crown lawyer, " Abandon your fears, 

"Asa bridge it can only be tried by its piers.* 1 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 
ON PECULIARITIES. 

ON AN UGLY FELLOW. 

Let Dick some summer's day expose 
Before the sun his monstrous nose, 
And stretch his giant mouth to cause 
Its shade to fall upon his jaws ; 
With nose so long, and mouth so wide, 
And those twelve grinders side by side, 
Dick, with a very littletrial, 
Would make an excellent sun-dial. 



Trajan. J. H. Mbrivalb. 
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WHO KNOWS? 

Heavens 1 what a nose ! Forbear to look, 
Whene'er you drink in fount or brook. 
For as the fair Narcissus died, 
When hanging o'er a fountain's side, 
Ton, too, the limpid water quaffing, 
May die, my worthy Sir, with laughing. 

Lucillixjs. Bland. 



ON COUNT ZENOBIO. 

(WHO WAS BEKABKABLS FOB A NOSE OF PBODIOIOU8 SIZE.) 

Walking out the other day, 

Upon a certain plan, 
I met a nose upon the way ; 

Behind it was a man; 
I called upon the nose to stop, 

And, when it had done so, 
The man behind the nose came up : 

They made — Zenobio. 

Tom Paine. 



ON ONE PETER WHITE. 

Peteb White will ne'er go right ; 

Would you know the reason why 7 
Where'er he goes, he follows his nose, 

And that stands all awry. 



ON A VENTRILOQUIST. 

The stomach is a thrifty thing; 
So Juvenal of old did sing. 
I deemed his saying was not sooth, 
But now experience proves its truth ; 
For here is one whose stomach's feats 
Procure the food his stomach eats. 



Ben Johmk* 



* 
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THE WHEEL-BARROW. 

With a big bottle nose, and an acre of chin, 

His whole physiognomy frightful as sin; 

With a huge frizzled wig, and triangular hat, 

And a snuff-besmeared handkerchief tied over that ; 

Doctor Bos, riding out on his fierce Rosinante, 

(In hair very rich, but of flesh very scanty,) 

Was a little alarmed, through a zeal for his bones, 

Seeing Hodge cross the road with a barrow of stones. 

"Hip I friend," roared the doctor, with no little force, 

44 Prithee set down your barrow; 'twill frighten my horse." 

Hodge as quickly replied as an ErsMne or Garrow, 

" You're a great deal more likely to frighten my barrow ! " 



TO AN ODD GENTLEMAN. 

In Noah's day, if you had lived, 
He'd have been puzzled what to do; 

The Lord knows how he'd have contrived 
To find two animals like you. 



FROM MARTIAL. 

Thy beard and head are of a different dye ; 
Short of one foot, distorted in an eye ; 
With all these tokens of a knave complete, 
Shouldst thou be honest, thou art an awful cheat. 

Addison. 



THE HUMOURIST. FROM MARTIAL. 

In all thy humours, whether grave or mellow, 
Thou'rt such a touchy, testy, pleasant fellow; 
Hast so much wit, and mirth, and spleen about thee, 
There is no living with thee, nor without thee. 

Addison. 



A CHARACTER. 

Sometimes to sense, sometimes to nonsense leaning; 
But always blund'ring round about his meaning. 
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ON A FAT MAN. 

If fat men ride, they tire the horse; 
And if they walk, themselves— that's worse. 
Travel at all, they are at best, 
Either oppressors— or oppressed. 



ON A WHITE BEARD. 

Lycus was asked the reason, it is said, 

His beard was so much whiter than his head. 

" The reason," he replied, " my friend, is plain, — 

I work my throat much harder than my brain 1 " 

Macemtikus. 



ON A BALD HEAD. 

My hair and I are quits, d'ye see,— 
I first cut it ; it now cuts me ! 



THE TWO WRETCHES. 

Rich Gripe doth all his thoughts and cunning bend 
To increase that wealth he wants the soul to spend : 
Poor Shifter doth his whole contrivance set 
To spend that wealth he wants the sense to get. 
How happy would appear to each his fate, 
Had Gripe his humour, or he Gripe's estate ! 
Kind Fate and Fortune, blend them, if you can ; 
And, of two wretches, make one happy man. 

Walsh. 



THE CLOWN'S REPLY. 

John Trott was desired by two witty peers, 

To tell them the reason why asses had ears. 

" An't please you," quoth John, «« I'm not given to letters, 

Nor dare I pretend to know more than my betters ; 

Howe'er, from this time, I shall ne'er see your graces, 

I really believe, without thinking of asses." 

Goldsmith* ^ 
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A FRIEND IN NEED. 

" Chabge your glasses, my boys, and your voices lend, 
While we drink success to our knock-kneed Mend;" 
The joke is cross-made, yet there's point, if you heed,— 
For an old adage says, " No Mend like one in-kneed." 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 
CONVIVIAL. 

FIVE REASONS FOR DRINKING. 

Si bend commemini, caused sunt quinque bibendi : 
Hospitis adventus, prasens sitis, atque futura, 
Aut vini bonitas, aut quaelibet altera causa. 

Attributed to Pere Sirmond, and thus rendered by Dean Aldrich, the 
celebrated musician, scholar, and bon vivant. 

Good wine ; a friend ; or being dry ; 
Or, lest we should be by-and-by; 
Or, any other reason why. 



BEGONE, DULL CARE. 

Fbom Neele's Miscellanies. 

Comb, fill the bowl !— oh ! fill it up— 

Shun schoolmen's lore to-night : 
The well Truth dwells in is the cup 

That sparkles ruby-bright. 
Count not the minutes as they pass, 

Nor at old Time repine ; 
But shake the sands from out his glass, 

And fill it up with wine. 
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A TOAST. 

" I dbot to thee, Tom." " Nay, thou drinkest from me, John ; 
For when thou drinkest to me, drink thou leavest none ! " 

J. Hetwood (circa 1660). 



A CLUB. 



The jolly members of a toping club 
Like pipe-staves are, but hooped ; 

And in a dose confederacy link 
For nothing else, but only to hold drink. 

Samuel Butler. 



MALT LIQUOR, OB CHEAP FBENCH WINE? 

No ale or beer (says Gladstone) we should drink, 
Because they stupefy and dull our brains. 

But sour French wine, as other people think, 
Our English stomachs often sorely pains. 

The question, then, is which we most should dread — 
An aching stomach or an aching head? 

J. H. C. Weight. 



POBT AND CLARET.* 

Firm and erect the Caledonian stood ; 

Prime was his mutton, and his claret good ; 

" Let him drink port," an English statesman cried. 

He drank the poison and his spirit died. 



PIPES. 



* Waiteb, these pipes are short," said tippling Mister Strong ; 

* That's not unlikely, sir; master ha'n't bought them long" 



• John Home, the author of Douglas, had the old Scottish prepossession in favour 
of claret, and utterly detested port; when claret was expelled from the market tar 
high duties, he wrote the above epigram.—'* Notes and Queries." '^V 
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THBEE SWALLOWS MAKE A SUMMER. 

One sharp frosty day, George IV., when Prince of Wales, went 
into the Thatched House Tavern, and ordered a beefsteak, but the 
weather being very cold, desired the waiter to bring him first a glass 
of brandy-and-water. He emptied that in a twinkling, then a second, 
then a third. "Now," said his royal highness, "I am warm and 
comfortable; bring me my steak." On this, Mr. Sheridan who was 
present, wrote the following impromptu: — 

The Prince came in and said 'twas cold, 

Then put to his head the rummer ; 
Till swallow after swallow came, 

When he pronounced it summer. 



ON A DRUNKARD WITH A RED NOSE. 

Sube Corporal Bardolph's eyes are formed 

Of an unequal frame ; 
For, were they matches, soon his nose, 

Would set them in a name. 



ON A DRUNKEN MAN. 

He tumbles about like a fool, we must own ; 
For by keeping it up he has knocked himself down : 
Yet if he continues oft draining his cup, 
By falling so often he'll knock himself up. 



THE DRUNKARD'S WII. 

A drunkard's doctor gave this precept strong : 
44 Drink less, and thus you will your days prolong." 
44 True," quoth the toper, t4 yesterday my clay 
Imbibed one bottle only, and, I say, 
I never passed so horrid, long a day." 



A DRUNKARD'S SAVING CLAUSE. 

Dice, often drunk, when sick, most gravely swore, 
That while he breathed he never would drink more ; 
Dick daily tipsy grows, nor perjured thinks 
Himself, Jbut says he breathes not whilst he drinks t 
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LORD GALLOWAY AND HIS COOK. 

Says my lord to his cook, " Yon son of a hunk, 

How comes it I see yon thus ev'ry day drunk ? 

Physicians, they say, once a month do allow 

A man, for his health, to get drunk as a sow." 

"That is right,*' quoth the cook, " hut the day they don't say, 

So for fear I should miss it, I'm drunk every day." 



WHIFFS AND PUFFS. 

When a bard, o'er his pipe, a droll ditty composes, 
And critics, unmerciful, turn up their noses, 
With anonymous praises the papers he stuffs, 
And the offspring of whiffs is the parent of puffs. 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 

CRIMINAL. 



A watch lost in a tavern ! That's a crime. 
Then see how men, by drinking, lose their time. 
The watch kept time ; and if time will away, 
I see no reason why the watch should stay. 
You say the key hung out, and you forgot to lock it ; 
Time will not be kept prisoner in a pocket. 
Henceforth, if you will keep your watch, this do- 
Pocket your watch, and watch your pocket too. 

FROM " WESTMINSTER DROLLERY," 1671. 



TEMPUS EDAX RERUM. 

" Time is money," Robin says; 

'Tis true ; I'll prove it clear, — 
Tom owes ten pounds, for which he pays 

In limbo, half a year. 
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THE THIEF AND THE TEAPOT. 

A thief stole a teapot, in a window placed ; 
Both pot and thief excessively were chased. 
And, after being taken, as they tell, 
Were both of them directly sent to cell. 
Still they were both alike, both still were suited, 
For each of them was highly executed. 



ON ONE WHO EXPENDED HIS FORTUNE IN 
HORSE-RACING. 

Jack ran so long, and ran so fast, 
No wonder he ran out at last ; 
He ran in debt ; and then to pay, 
He distanced all — and ran away. 



ON MRS. FRY'S AND MRS. STEELE'S TRIAL OF THE 
TREAD-MILL. 

When Mrs. Fry and Mrs. Steele 

One morning went to try 
To work a little at the wheel, — 

" dear! I feel," said Mrs. Steele, 
"All over in &fry." 
" And so do I," said Mrs. Fry, — 

I'm sure I'll never steal" 



ON THE PRISON TREAD-MILL, INVENTED BY 
MR. CUBITT, IPSWICH. 

The coves in prison, grinding corn for bread, 
Denounce thee, Cubitt, every step they tread ; 
And, though the ancients used thee, sure 'tis hard 
The moderns cannot use the prison-yard. 
By law they work, and walk, and toil in spite, 
Yet ne'er exceed two feet from morn till night. 



THE INCURIOUS. 

Thbbb years in London, Bobadil had been, 
Yet not the lions nor the tombs had seen : 
I cannot tell the cause without a smile; — 
The rogue had been in Newgate all the while. 



LIGHT-FINGERED JACK. 

Jack, who thinks all his own that once he handles, 
For practice' sake purloined a pound of candles ; 
Was taken in the fact. Ah ! thoughtless wight ! 
To steal such things as needs must come to light. 



A NEW WAY OF PAYING OLD DEBTS. 

" Pat me my money ! " Robin cried, 
To Richard, whom he quickly spied, 
And by the collar seized the blade, 
Swearing he'd be that moment paid: 
Base Richard instant made reply, — 
Striking poor Robin in the eye ; 
" There's my own hand in black and white, 
A note of hand, and paid at sight" 



HOW TO EVADE PROOF. 

An Irishman, charged with a crime, 
Was told it would be brought home to him; 

♦•No, no," quoth Pat, " it shan't this time— 
I'll keep away from home — and do 'em." 



TRANSPORTED CONVICTS. 

BY BARRINGTON, THE CELEBRATED PICKPOCKET. 

True patriots we: for be it understood, 
We left our country for our country's good. 
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ON INCLOSUBES. 

'Tis bad enough in man or woman 
To steal a goose from off a common ; 
But surely he's without excuse 
Who steals the common from the goose. 



THIEVES versus RECEIVERS. 

Says the earth to the moon, " You're a pilfering jade ; 
What you steal from the sun is beyond all belief!" 
Fair Cynthia replies, " Madam earth, hold your prate; 
The receiver is always as bad as the thief." 



APPLICATION. 

" Whatever is, is right," says Pope, 

So said a sturdy thief; 
But when his fate required a rope, 

He varied his belief. 

I asked if still he held it good ; 

" Why, no," he sternly cried; 
" Good texts are only understood 

By being well applied." 

W. B. Rhodes. 



J 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 
ON DEATH'S DOINGS. 

DEATH, 

On death, though wit is oft displayed, 
No epigram could e'er be made ; 

Poets stop short, and lose their breath, 
When coming to the point of death ! 
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THE IRISHMAN'S RECKONING. 

" Who lives there, honest fellow ? " said a travelling stranger, 

As on through the county of Antrim he sped, 
And who fancied that houses shut up implied danger: — 

" Lives there ?" answered Teague, " why a man that is dead." 
" When did he die?" cried the stranger more gaily; 

Teague paused, scratched his caxon so straight and so sleek, 
Then replied, ** By my conscience, my jewel, *hy really, 

If he'd lived till to-day, he'd been dead a whole week 1 " 



A GOOD HEARING. 

» I hsabd last week, friend Edward, thou wast dead." 
1 I'm very glad to hear it too," cries Ned. 



WINE versus TEA. 

If wine be poison, so is tea — but in another shape; 
What matter whether we are killed by canister or grape ? 



TIT FOR TAT. 

Old Time kills us all, 

Rich, poor, great, and small, 
And 'tis therefore we rack our invention, 

Throughout all our days, 

In finding out ways 
To kill him, by way of prevention. 



ON A GENTLEMAN BRINGING ON A SEVERE FIT OF 

ILLNESS BY EXCESS IN WALKING EXERCISE, TAKEN 

WITH A VIEW TO PRESERVE HIS HEALTH. 

Pbithee cease, my good friend, to expend thus your breath ; 

'Tis in vain these exertions you make ; 
And to walk for your life against sure-footed Death, ^ — 

Is the very worst step you can take ! ^H 
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ON THE DEATH OF A MAN WHO HAD ALWAYS 
BEEN AFRAID OF DYING. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

Thrice happy Damon ! Fate has stopped his breath ! 
He's now delivered from the fear of death! 



ON SEEING AN ACCIDENT ON A NEWLY MACADAMIZED 
ROAD. 

" Your roads are not level," said a fellow one day, 
As, crossing o'er Bridge Street, he happened to fall : 
" 0, leave it to time," said M'Adam, " I pray." 
" Ah, indeed," said the man, *' Time will level us all." 



ON DEATH. 

When young, we death deride, and at him scoff; 
Bat, in his turn, he's sure to — take us off! 



THE INQUEST. 

Poor Peter Pike is drowned, and, neighbours say, 

"The jury mean to sit on him to-day." 

" Know'st thou what for ? " said Tom. Quoth Ned, " No doubt, 

'Tis merely done to squeeze the water out." 



ON THE DEATH OF MRS. LIVING. 

14 'Tis a paradox, truly," says Richard to Ned, 
" For if she be Living, how can she be dead ?" 



WITTY AND HUMOROUS. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 



CALONNE AT EIGHTY-FOUR. 

At fourscore and four did Mr. Calonne 

Oft ride at fall speed, very near ; 

A man once called out, past whom he had flown, — 

" After what are you riding? " Said Mr. Calonne, 

*• Sir, after my eighty-fourth year." 



TOM AND HIS FRIENDS ; OR SEVEN DAYS' WORK. 

Tom Goodfellow came to his fortune on Sunday, 
And friends came to see him in dozens on Monday! 
On Tuesday were with him to dinner and sup; 
On Wednesday in honour of Tom kept it up ! 
On Thursday his friends set the dice-box afloat! 
On Friday, by some means, Tom lost his last guinea, 
And Saturday — Saturday — saw an end of the ninny. 



A GOOSE'S REASON. 

A goose, my grandam one day said, 
Entering a barn, pops down its head ; 

I begged her then the cause to show ; 
She said that she must waive the task, 
For nothing but a goose would ask, 

What nothing but a goose could know. 



• MOULTING. 

" You've scarce a rag upon your back." 
" I'm moulting, sir," replies poor Jack. 
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LATIN EPIGRAM. 

Quem nive, node peto, ntpcis hie me stipite laedit ; 
Sic mihi nix, nox, nux, nex fait ante diem. 

FREELY TRANSLATED. 

Nat, amorous slave, one night being caught in net 
"Which Indian dame 'gainst gnats close knit had set, 
On walnut-tree is trussed, knot stops his breath : 
And so gnat, net, night, knot, nut, knit Nat's death. 

Gentleman's Mag., July, 1734. 



A PAIR OF PLAGUES. 

Between Love and Gout, sir, 
What miseries men find ! 

For Gout makes them lame, sir, 
And Love makes them blind. 



BREVITY OF LIFE. 

Man's life's a vapour, 
And full of woes ; 

He cuts a caper, 
And down he goes. 



IMPORTANCE OF A BED. 

In bed we laugh, in bed we cry ; 
And born in bed, in bed we die ; 
The near approach a bed may show 
Of human bliss and human woe. 

translation of M. Benserade's lines, "A BON LIT.' 
Dr. Johnson.* 



* In the catalogue of works of which Dr. Johnson had formed schemes is ** A Col- 
lection of Epigrams, with Notes and Observations." 
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PARADOXICAL. 

Tbuth and Falsehood. 



TRUTH. 



Tbuth, they say, lies in a well; 

A paradox, forsooth ! 
For if it lies, as people tell, 

How can it then be truth? 



FALSEHOOD. 

" I am unable," yonder beggar cries, 

" To stand or sit." If he says true, he lies. 

Db. Donne. 



TO A SPENDTHRIFT DISINHERITED. 

His whole estate, thy father, by his will, 
Gave to the poor; thou hast good title still. , 

Db. Donne. 



"BIS DAT, QUI CITO DAT." 

Cries Dick to Ned, " Attend to my advice : 
Give a thing quickly, and you give it twice." 
" I've felt your proverb's force, Ned" archly cries ; 
u It was your quickness gave me two black eyes." 



VICE VERSA. 

" You ride," said Sponge, to Paunch in spite, 

'• To get for dinner an appetite : " 

' True ! and you walk," said Paunch, "poor grinner, 

To seek for appetite a dinner." 
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MODERN ECONOMY. 

Tom taken by Tim his new mansion to view, 
He observed — " 'Tis a big one, with windows too few." 
44 As for that," replied Tim, " I'm the builder's forgiver, 
For taxes 'twill save, and that's good for the liver." 
44 True," says Tom, 44 as you live upon farthings and 

mites; 
For the liver 'tis good— but 'tis bad for the lights." 



THE EEFLECTION. 

Quoth Tom to Will, t4 1 much suspect 

That in your face a swindling rogue I view; " 

44 'Tis fact," says Will, "for, if my eyes reflect, 
They show one rogue reflected in the two!" 



IRONY. 



A groom, whom a buck was staring at, 
Caught up his stirrup, and quizzed with that ; 
44 Bravo ! " cried one just passing by, 
44 That is indeed, sir — Irony." 



IN VINO VERITAS. 

44 1 thinks I's got most brains," said Stubbs to Snubbs; 
44 But does the world think so?" asked Snubbs of Stubbs; 
44 Vhy no ! " said Stubbs, " the vorld thinks me an ass ; " 
44 Ah then," sneered Snubbs, " in vhy-no Veritas!" 



A NICE DISTINCTION. 

A man told a fellow to oaths much inclined, 
That " Swear not at all," was in scripture enjoined: 
44 1 don't swear at all, sir, but only at those 
(The fellow replied) who my temper oppose." 
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THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 

Robert complained in bitter terms one day, 
That John had ta'en his character away. 
" I take your character," said John — " why, zounds 
I would not have it for ten thousand pounds 1" 



CHARACTER. 

Says Chloe, " Though tears it may cost, 
It is time we should part, my dear Sue ; 

For your character's totally lost, 
And I've not got sufficient for two !" 



DRILLING THE ELM-TREES. 

The elm-trees in St. James's Park, 
Were daily losing all their bark ; 

At which whoever looked, or 
From which whoever broke a piece, 
He might the excavations trace 

Of Scolytus destructor. 

The ranger, knowing not what jaws 
The insect uses when he gnaws, 

Thought such tree-royal killing 
By soldiers' bayonets must be done, 
As if the guardsman, every one, 

Had not enough of drilling. 



ON MB. HOG'S PROMISE TO GIVE A PAIR OF BREECHES 
FROM HIS OWN SHEEP. 

Friend Hog once promised me a pair of breeches, 
Wove from the fleecy flocks that swell his riches. 
I trusted him, forgetting, like a fool, 
That hogs afford much cry, but little wool. 

Lord Neave.s 

t 4 
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" GONE OUT." 

" What ! master and mistress gone out ?" 
" Indeed," replies John, "Sir, 'tis true !" 

" I'll wait, and sit down by the fire ;" 
" You can't, Sir, for that's gone out too !" 



ON THE POSITION OP NOSES. 

Sure the Nose has a most appropriate place, 
And, if a doubt into your noddle enter 
Why 'tis assigned the middle of the face, 
I'll tell you, Mend, because it is the scenter. 



STICKY. 



"I'm going to seal a letter, Dick, 
Some wax pray give to me ;" 

*' I have not got a single sticky 
Or whacks I'd give to thee." 



MY SHIBT. 

As Bayes, whose cup with poverty was dashed, 

Lay long in bed, while his one shirt was washed, 

The dame appeared, and, holding it to view, 

Said, " If 'tis washed again, 'twill wash in two." 

" Indeed," cries Bayes, " then wash it, pray, good cousin, 

And wash it, if you can, into a dozen." 



TO THE GAS COMPANY. 

Our morals as well as appearance must show 
What praise to your labours and science we owe. 
Our streets and our manners you've equally brightened, 
Our city's less wick-ed, and much more enlightened. 
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THE SUPERIORITY OF MACHINERY. 

A mechanic his labour will often discard 

If the rate of his pay he dislikes : 
But a clock — and its case is uncommonly hard — 

Will continue to work though it strikes! 

Thomas Hood. 



A NATURAL CONCLUSION. 

Thb lott'ry's puffed its latest sigh, 

And kicked its latest prance ; 
Well, 'tis no wonder that should die 
Which only lived by chance. 
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Epigrams. 



8ATIBE. 

Of all the ways that wisest men could find 
To mend the age and mortify mankind, 
Satire well writ has most successful proved, 
And cures, because the remedy is loved. 

Duke of Buckingham's Essay. 



THE 8ATIBICAL EPIGRAM. 

The qualities which in a bee we meet, 
In this Epigram never should fail ; 

The body should always be little and sweet, 
And a sting should be felt in the tail. 



SATIRICAL. 

LITERARY. 

ON A SHORT EPIGRAM WITH A LONG INTRODUCTION. 

The head's so large — the tail's so small — 
The point is scarcely seen at all. 



BOILEAU'S OPINION OF EPIGRAMS. 

He used to say, that the best epigrams originated in conversation; 
and, of all his own, he gave the preference to the following : 
Ci git ma femme, ah, qu'elle est bien ! 
Pour son repos, et pour le mien. 

TRANSLATION. 

Hebe lies my wife, and, heaven knows, 
Not less for mine, than her repose ! 
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ON A VOLUME OF EPIGRAMS. 

FBOM THE GERMAN OF LBS8ING. 

Point in his foremost epigram alone is found : 
Bee-like, he lost his sting at the first wound. 



ON AN ALBUM. 

An Album ! prithee what is it ? 

A book like this I'm shown, 
Kept to be filled with others' wit 

By people who have none. 



ON SWIFT'S BATTLE OF THE BOOKS. 

Swift for the ancients has reasoned so well ? 
'Tis apparent from hence that the moderns excel. 



A PASQUINADE UPON COLLEY CIBBEB, POET LAUREATE. 

In merry old England it once was a rule, 
That the king had his poet, and also his fool ; 
But now we're so frugal, I'd have you to know it, 
That Cibber can serve both for fool and for poet. 



ON GEORGE EL AND COLLEY CIBBER. 

Augustus still survives in Maro's strain, 
And Spencer's verse prolongs Eliza's reign ; 
Great George's acts let tuneful Cibber sing, 
For nature formed the poet for the king. 



TV*. ^orattsau 1 



1 
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POPE versus CIBBEB. 

Quoth Cibber to Pope, though in verse you foreclose, 
I'll have the last word, for, by George, 111 write prose. 
Poor Colley, thy reasoning is none of the strongest, 
For know, the last word is the word that lasts longest. 



CIBBER'S REPLY. 

Dear Pope, though you have, I have not, the temerity 

To think of surviving to talk to posterity ; 

I said what I meant, and it is not absurd, 

That with you, Mr. Pope, I will have the last word. 



ON THE GRUB-STREET WRITERS. 

Op old, when the wags attacked Colley Cibber, 

As player, as bard, and inveterate wine-bibber, 

To a friend that advised him to answer their malice, 

And check, by reply, their extravagant sallies, 

" No, no," quoth the laureate, with a smile of much glee, 

" They write for a dinner, which they shan't get from me." 



ON THE STEEPLE OF ST. GEORGE'S CHURCH, BLOOMS- 
BURY, BEING SURMOUNTED BY A STATUE OF KING 
GEORGE THE SECOND. 

When Harry the Eighth left the Pope in the lurch, 
He boldly proclaimed the king head of the church ; 
But, more loyal and zealous, we Bloomsbury people, 
'Stead of head of the church, make him head of the steeple. 



ON A POETASTER. 

Thy verses are eternal, my friend ; 

Fox. he who reads them, reads them to no end. 
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BODY versus MIND. 

LINES ADDRESSED BT MB. POPE TO THE DUCHESS OF QTJEENSBURY. 

Did Celia's person and her sense agree, 
What mortal could behold her and be free ? 
But nature has, in pity to mankind, 
Enriched the image, but defaced the mind. 



THE DUCHESS'S ANSWER. 

Had Pope a person equal to his mind, 
How fatal would it be to woman kind ; 
But nature, who does all things well ordain, 
Deformed the body, but enriched the brain. 



AN EPIGRAM OCCASIONED BY THE WORDS "ONE PRIOR", 
IN BISHOP BURNET'S HISTORY. 

BT DODSLEY. 

44 One Pbiob ! " and is this, this all the fame, 
The poet from the«historian can claim ? 
No ! Prior's posterity shall quote, 
When 'tis forgot one Burnet ever wrote. 



LOGICAL WIT. 

•• There was," said Lord Byron, " an Epigram which had some 
logic in it, composed on the occasion of Earl Carlisle* doing two 
things in one day : — subscribing one thousand pounds, and publish- 
ing a sixpenny pamphlet on the state of the Theatre ; dear enough 
at the money." It ran thus : 

Carlisle subscribes a thousand pound 

Out of his rich domains ; 
And, for a sixpence, circles round 

The produce of his brains. 
Thus the difference you may hit 
Between his fortune and his wit. 



• The late Earl, who wag guardian to Lord Byron.— Eli. \ 
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ON THE DUCHESS OF MARLBOROUGH'S OFFERING £500 
FOR THE BEST POEM TO THE MEMORY OF THE DUKE. 

Five hundred pounds ! too small a boon 
To put a poet's muse in tune, 

That nothing may escape her. 
Should she attempt the heroic story 
Of the illustrious Churchill's glory, 

It scarce would buy the paper. 



RETURNED WITH A MS. COMEDY TO THE AUTHOR. 

Your Comedy I've read, my friend, 
And like the half you pilfered best ; 

But sure the drama you might mend — 
Take courage, man, and steal the rest. 



EPIGRAMS ON BENTLEY'S " EMENDATIONS OF MILTON. 1 ' 

"TO DR. BENTLEY ON HIS LICENTIOUS AND CONCEITED 
ALTERATIONS OF MILTON." 

Milton's intemperate studies oft by night, 
Did but deprive him of organic sight ; 
Thou hast obscured the rays of his bright mind, 
And now the book is like the author— blind. 



"ON MILTON'S EXECUTIONER." 

Did Milton's prose, Charles, thy death defend, 

A furious foe unconscious proves a friend ; 

On Milton's verse does Bentley comment ? Enow 

A weak officious friend becomes a foe ; 

While he would seem his author's fame to further, 

The murderous critic has avenged thy murther. 

William Aldisworth. 
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TO VOLTAIBE ; RIDICULING MILTON'S ALLEGORY OP 
SIN AND DEATH. 

Thou art so witty, profligate, and thin, 

At onoe we think thee, Satan, Death, and Sin. 



Db. Young. 



ON SHELLEY'S POEM "PROMETHEUS UNBOUND." 

Shelley styles his new poem ** Prometheus Unbound," 
And 'tis like to remain so while time circles round ; 
For surely an age would be spent in the finding 
A reader so weak as to pay for the binding. 

T. Hoox. 



ON MALONE, THE WELL-KNOWN EDITOR OP SHAKES- 
PEARE, FOR CAUSING THE POET'S BUST TO 
BE PAINTED WHITE BY A COMMON PAINTER. 

Stranger, to whom this monument is shown, 
Invoke the poet's curses on Malone ; 
Whose meddling zeal his barbarous taste displays, 
And daubs his tombstone as he marred his plays. 

General Fitzpatbick. 



ON COLERIDGE'S POEM, " THE ANCIENT MARINER." 

Your poem must eternal be ; 

Dear sir, it cannot fail ; 
For 'tis incomprehensible, 

And without head or tail. 



ON ROGERS' POEM, "ITALY." 

Op Rogers's "Italy," Luttrell relates, 

" It would have been dished but for its fine plates." 
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ON DR. YOUNG'S " NIGHT THOUGHTS ON LIFE, DEATH, 
AND IMMORTALITY." 

His life is lifeless, and his death shall die, 
And mortal is his immortality. 

Isaac Hawkins Browne. 



ON DR. JOHNSON'S LIVES OF THE POETS. 

SIMILES HABENT LABIA LACTUCA8. 

Yon ass in yain the flowery lawns invite ; 
To mumble thistles his supreme delight. 
Such is the critic, who, with wayward pride, 
To Blackmore gives the praise to Pope denied ; 
Wakes Yalden's embers, joys in Pomfret's lay, 
But sickens at the heaven-strong lyre of Gray. 



ON DR. JOHNSON'S " PRAYERS AND MEDITATIONS." 

Viewed in the full meridian blaze 
Of learning's artificial rays, 

Johnson seems more than human : 
When like a puritan divine, 
We hear him preach, and cant, and whine, 
The Doctor's an old woman. 

Db. Buchan. 



THE FIRST STANZA OF SHAKE SPE ARE 'S_BITTER BALLAD 
ON SIR THOMAS LUCY. 

A parliemente member, a justice of peace, 
At home a poor scare-crowe, at London an asse ; 
If lowsie is Lucy, as some volke miscall it, 
Then Lucy is lowsie, whatever befall it : 

He thinks himself greate, 

Yet an asse in his state, 
We allowe by his ears but with asses to mate. 
If Lucy is lowsie, as some volke miscall it, 
Sing lowsie Lucy, whatever befall it. 
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UPON MOOBE'S DUEL WITH JEFFREY. 

Said by Mr. Barham to be one of Hook's, and by some attributed 
to the Author of " Bejected Addresses." 

When Anacreon would fight, as the poets have said, 

A reverse he displayed in his vapour, 
For while all his poems were loaded with lead, 

His pistols were loaded with paper. 

For excuses, Anacreon old custom may thank; 

Such a %aU>o he should not abuse, 
For the cartridge, by rule, is always made blank 

Which is fired away at Reviews, 



BUBNS AND HOBNEB. 

Burns and a party of jolly companions were once in a roadside 
inn, when a stranger entered and, after a chat with one of them, 
said he was on his way to Edinburgh to make arrangements to 
publish a volume of poems. " You may have heard of me," said the 
stranger; " my name is Andrew Horner." After a few minutes one 
of the party said, " I'll wager you a bottle of wine I find a person in the 
room who will make a better verse than you in a given time." 
" Done," said Horner, not aware of Burns's presence. Ten minutes 
was the allotted time. Horner commenced: — ** In seventeen hun- 
dred and eighty-nine." Here he halted, and could not proceed. 
"Well!" said Burns, " I will not alter your line," but proceeded 
as follows : 

In seventeen hundred and eighty-nine 
The De'il got stuff to make a swine, • 

And put it in a corner ; 
But afterwards he changed his plan, 
And formed it something like a man, 

And called it Andrew Horner. 



ON OBSEBVING SOME NAMES OF LITTLE NOTE 
BECOBDED IN THE BIOGBAPHIA BBITANNICA. 

! fond attempt to give a deathless lot 
To names ignoble, born to be forgot ! 
In vain recorded in historic page, 
They court the notice of a future age ; 
Whose twinkling tiny lustres to the land 
Drop one by one from Fame's neglecting hand! 
Lethffian gulphs receive them as they fall, 
And dark oblivion soon absorbs them all. 
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CONSOLATION FOR NEGLECTED BARDS. 

In vain for present fame yon wish, 
Your person first must be forgotten ; 

For poets are like stinking fish, 

They never shine till they are rotten. 



ON A FULL-LENGTH PORTRAIT OF BEAU NASH, PLACED 

BETWEEN THE BUSTS OF SIR I. NEWTON AND POPE 

IN THE ROOMS AT BATH. 

Immortal Newton never spoke 

More truth than here you'll find : 
Nor Pope himself e'er penned a joke 

More cruel on mankind. 
The picture, placed the busts between, 

Gives satire all its strength : 
Wisdom and wit are little seen, 

But folly &tfuU length. 

Earl of Chesterfield. 



ON ERASMUS. 

Erasmus, standing 'fore hell's tribune, said, 
" For writing jest I am in earnest paid." 
The judge replied, " Jests will in earnest hurt, 
Sport was thy fault, then let thy pain be sport." 



TO SIMON GRAY. 

Deab Simon Gray, 

The other day, 

When you sent me some rhyme, 
I could not just then ascertain 

Its worth, for want of time. 
But now to-day, good Mr. Gray, 

I've read it o'er and o'er, 
Tried all my skill, but find I'm still 

Just where I was before. 

Burns. 
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ON OUVEB GOLDSMITH. 

See Goldsmith lie neglected and distressed, 
By poverty, disease, and debt oppressed ; 
In want's cold hour his flattering patrons fail, 
And death alone protects him from the jail. 



WORTH AND WEALTH. 

In modern as in ancient days, 
See what the muses have to brag on : 

The player in his own post-chaise, 
The poet in a carrier's waggon ! 

David Mallet. 



ON MADAMK IDA PFEIFFER. 

Thbough regions by wild men and cannibals haunted, 
Old Dame Ida Pfeiffer goes lone and undaunted ; 
But, bless you, the risk's not so great as it's reckoned, 
She's too plain for the first, and too tough for the second. 



ON CERTAIN PASTORALS. 

So rude and tuneless are thy lays, 

The weary audience vow, 
'Tis not the Arcadian swain that sings, 

But 'tis his herds that low. 



ON ELPHINSTONE'S TRANSLATION OF MARTIAL'S 

EPIGRAMS. 

Ah thou whom poesy abhors ! 
Whom prose has turned out of doors ; 
Heard'st thou yon groan ? Proceed no further, 
'Twas laurelled Martial roaring murther. 

Bubns. 
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LINES TO O'KEEFE. 

(said to be written by peteb pindab.) 

They say, O'Keefe, 

Thou art a thief; 
That half thy works are stolen, or more ; 

I say, O'Keefe, 

Thou art no thief — 
Such stuff was never writ before. 



TRIFLES. 



The title " Trifles " on Paul's book is writ. 
I've read it through, and found no happier hit. 

Bellay. 



TO A POETIC LOVER. 

FROM MARTIAL. 

You ask me why I have no verses sent ? 
For fear you should return the compliment. 

W. Hay. 



FROM BUCHANAN, 

Doletus writes verses and wonders — ahem ! 

When there's nothing in him, that there's nothing in them. 



TO R. MONTGOMERY, ESQ. 

POETA NASCITUB NON FIT. — HORACE. 

His claim to the title of poet, I scorn, 

And empty I'll easily show it ; 
Whene'er he writes verses he cannot be borne. 

And therefore he is not a poet. 
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BULE INVEBSE. 

Yes, every poet is a fool, 

By demonstration Ned can show it: 
Happy could Ned's inverted role 

Prove every fool to be a poet. 

Matthew Prior. 



POBSON'S EPIGBAM ON HIS ACADEMIC VISITS TO THE 
CONTINENT. 

I went to Frankfort and got drunk, 
With that most learn'd professor — Brnnck : 
I went to Worts, and got more drunken, 
With that more learn'd professor — Buh nchen. 



OXFOBD AND CAMBBIDGE. 

George the Second having sent a regiment of horse to Oxford, 
and at the same time a collection of books to Cambridge, Dr. Trapp 
wrote the following Epigram: 

Our royal master saw, with heedful eyes, 

The wants of his two Universities : 

Troops he to Oxford sent, well knowing he, 

That learned body wanted loyalty: 

But books to Cambridge gave, as well discerning 

That that right loyal body wanted learning. 

This Epigram Dr. Johnson was fond of quoting, to show his con- 
tempt of the Whiggish notions which prevailed at Cambridge ; but 
having done so in the presence of Sir William Browne, the physician, 
was answered by him thus : 

The king to Oxford sent his troop of hone, 
For Tories own no argument but force : 
With equal care to Cambridge books he sent, 
For Whigs allow no force but argument. 

Johnson did Sir William the justice to say, " it was one of the 
happiest extemporaneous productions he ever met with." 
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THE UNIVEBSITIES. 

No wonder that Oxford and Cambridge profound, 
In learning and science so greatly abound ; 
Since some carry thither a little each day, 
And we meet with so few who bring any away. 



ON OXFOBD. 

BY COWPBB ON BEING BEFUSED A SUBSCRIPTION TO HIS TRANSLATION 
OF HOMER. 

Could Homer come himself, distressed and poor, 
And tone his harp at Bhedycina's door, 
The rich old vixen would exclaim, I fear, 
" Begone 1 no tramper gets a farthing here." 



ON DB. EVANS'S CUTTING DOWN A BOW OF TBEES AT 
ST. JOHN'S COLLEGE, OXFOBD. 

Indulgent Nature on each kind bestows 

A secret instinct to discern its foes : 

The goose, a silly bird, avoids the fox ; 

Lambs fly from wolves ; and sailors steer from rooks. 

Evans, the gallows, as his fate, foresees, 

And bears the like antipathy to trees. 



ON THE EXPULSION, BY AN OFFICES NAMED DEVELIN, 

OF SOME NOISY SCHOOLBOYS FBOM BABTHOLOMEW 

CLOSE, IN CONSEQUENCE OF THE ILLNESS OF A 

MB. PIM, A PABSON. 

The Close of Bartlemy's well known, 

A paradise to revel in, — 
The saints from thence drove out the boys, 
And then they let the devil-in. 
Another ran thus : — 

If PIM be IMP, 

Then Pym is Imp, 'tis clear to see ; 
Nor is it odd, in times so evil, 
That an Imp should raise the devil t 
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ON A STUDENT OF ALL-SOULS' COLLEGE BEING 
UNJUSTLY FINED. 

" Knowledge is power ; " so saith the learned Bacon, 
And sure in that, the sage was not mistaken ; 
But happy would it be for All-Souls' College, 
If, on the contrary, power gave knowledge. 



ON A CABICATURE, IN WHICH THREE WESTMINSTER 
BOYS APPEAR PLACED IN A PAIR OF SCALES, OUT- 
WEIGHING AN EQUAL NUMBER OF ETONIANS. 

What mean ye, by this print so rare, 

Ye wits, of Eton jealous, 
But that we soar aloft in air, 
While ye are heavy fellows ? 

Canning. 



REPLY TO THE SAME. 

Cease, ye Etonians! and no more 

With rival wits contend ; 
Feathers, we know, will float in air, 

And bubbles will ascend. 

Theodore Hook. 



PRIVATE versus PUBLIC SCHOOLS. 

FROM THE LATIN OF VINCENT BOURNE. 

Mamma will keep her boy at home, and guide herself and teach 

him, 
In anxious dread lest bitter pains of birchen twigs should reach 

him: 
Kind mother, so by thee alone let the dear boy be guided; 
He'll be so safe within his home, and such a fool outside it. 

W. H. DfeKSTCR., 



\ 
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EPIGRAM ADDRESSED BY THE FIRST LORD ALVANLEY, 

WHEN AT COLLEGE, TO HIS FORMER TUTOR, MR. 

THYER, EDITOR OF BUTLER'S REMAINS. 

When Ogden his prosaic verse 

In Latin numbers drest, 
The Roman language proved too weak 

To stand the critic's test. 

To English rhyme he next essayed, 

To show he'd some pretence ; 
But ah ! rhyme only would not do, 

They still expected sense. 

Enraged, the doctor said he'd place 

In critics no reliance ; 
So wrapt his thoughts in Arabic, 

And bade them all defiance. 

J. H. Markland. 



TO NISUS. 

BY SIB C. SEDLEY, ONE OF THE WITS OF CHARLES II.'S TIME. 

How shall we please this age ? If , in a song, 
We put above six lines, they count it long ; 
If we contract it to an epigram, 
As deep the dwarfish poetry they damn ; 
If we write plays, few see above an act, 
And those lewd masks, or noisy fops distract : 
Let us write satire, then, and at our ease, 
Vex the ill-natured fools we cannot please. 



THE CRITICS IN ERROR. 

The critics they rage, 
Because scarcely a page <• 

Of Jack's book from quotations is free : 
Their bad judgment it shows, 
Since, if 'twere not for those, 

Quite worthless his volume would be. 

R.A. 
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AGAINST WRITERS THAT CARP AT OTHER MEN'S BOOKS. 

The readers and the hearers like my books, 

But yet some writers cannot them digest ; 

Yet what care I, for when I make a feast, 

I would my guests should praise it, not my cooks ! 

Sib John Harrington. 



FROM THE FRENCH. 

Damis, an author cold and weak, 
Thinks as a critic he's divine ; 

Likely enough — we often make 
Good vinegar of sorry wine. 



CRITICS. 



In critics this country is rich ; 

In friendship and love, who can match *wn? 
When writers are plagued with the itch, 

They hasten most kindly to scratch 'em. 



ON CRITICS. 

A pobh sent without a name, 
They justly praise, or justly blame : 
For critics have no partial views, 
Except they know whom they abuse. 



ADVICE TO CRITICS 

In ancient times, as poets tell, 
The Jeffreys of the Stygian hell, 
Himself the fountain of all laws, 
First hung you up, then heard your cause. 
Thus modern critics, in his stead, 
Condemn an author ere he's read; 
Or should they read — unread in Greek, 
They lose the meaning of critique ; 
And like the judges of the nation, 
Judgment confound with condemnation. 

Lord Gabd***. \ 
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ON DEAN SWIFT'S LEAVING HIS FORTUNE FOR THE 
ERECTION OF A MAD-HOUSE. 

To Madness, Swift bequeathes his whole estate ; 
Why should we wonder ? Swift is right in that ; 
For 'tis a rule, as all our lawyers know, 
Men's fortune to the next of kin should go ; 
And 'tis as sure, unless old bards have lied, 
Great Wits to Madness are most near allied. 



ON SEVERAL PETTY PIECES WRITTEN AGAINST DEAN 
SWIFT WHEN DEAF AND INFIRM. 

Thy mortal part, ingenious Swift, must die ; 
Thy fame shall reach beyond mortality ! 
How puny witlings joy at thy decline, 
Thou darling offspring of the tuneful nine ! 
The noble lion thus, as vigour passes, 
The fable tells us, is abused by asses. 



ON MR, CROKER'S REPUTATION FOR BEING A WAG. 

They say his wit's refined? Thus is explained 
The seeming mystery — his wit is strained. 



NAT. LEE AND SIR ROGER L'ESTRANGE. 

The author of " Alexander the Great," whilst confined in a mad- 
house, was visited by Sir Roger L'Estrange, of whose political 
abilities Lee entertained no very high opinion. Upon the knight 
inquiring whether the poet knew him, Lee answered : 

Custom may alter men, and manners change ; 
But I am still strange Lee, and you L'Estrange ; 
I'm poor in purse, as you are poor in brains. 



ON A LIBRARY OF WELL-BOUND BOOKS. 

Pollio, who values nothing that's within, 
Buys books, like beavers, only for their skin. 
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ON A WORM-EATEN EDITION OF SHAKESPEARE IN A 
NOBLEMAN'S LIBRARY. 

Through and through th' inspired leaves, 

Ye maggots make your windings ; 
But oh ! respect his lordship's taste, 

And spare the golden bindings. 



Burns. 



FROM ALPHA TO OMEGA. 

One fault I cannot bear, poetic sinning, 
Thy verges have, and that is the beginning. 
But this great fault, in some sort to amend, 
They have one excellence, and that's the end. 



SATIRICAL. 

HISTORICAL AND POLITICAL. ] 

CHARLES THE SECOND AND ROCHESTER. 

Charles the Second, in a gay moment, asked Rochester to write 
his Epitaph ; which he did immediately, as follows : 

Here lies the mutton-eating King, 

Whose word no man relied on ; 
Who never said a foolish thing, 

Nor ever did a wise one. 

Charles, who could always relish a joke, on being shown this 
Epitaph, wrote the following comment upon it : 

If death could speak, the King would say, 

In justice to his crown, 
His acts, they were the ministers', 

His words, they were his own 1 \ 
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ON SIB WALTER RALEIGH. 

O hadbt thoti served the heroine all thy days, 
Had Heaven from storms of envy screened thy bays ; 
Hadst thou still flourished in a warlike reign, 
Thy sword had made a conquest like thy pen ! 
But nought to such untimely fate could bring 
The valiant subject, but a timorous King. 



ON A PICTURE 

Given by Henry IV. to the Chevalier d'Aubigny, who had done 
him essential services : 

Behold how services by kings are paid! 

They take in substance, and they give in shade. 



ON DRYDEN. 

Dryden, in immortal strain, 
Had raised the table-round again, 
But that a ribald king and court 
Bade him toil on, to make them sport ; 
Demanded for their niggard pay, 
Fit for their souls, a looser lay, 
Licentious satires, song and play : 
The world defrauded of the high design, 
Profaned the God-given strength, and marred the lofty line. 

Walteb Soott. 



THE TRIAL OF QUEEN CAROLINE. 

HEARING IT ASSERTED THAT QUEEN CAROLINE HAD NOT RECEIVED 
A FAIR TRIAL. 

'Tis false: — the trial of the Queen was fair, 
Therefore, another time pray change your story ; 
Of Law and Justice she has had her share, 
For everything brought forward was Peb-juby. 
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SINGULAR COINCIDENCE. 

The examination of the witnesses against Queen Caroline com- 
menced amidst a storm of thunder and lightning, and it concluded 
at the moment of an eclipse of the Sun. These singular coinci- 
cidences gave rise to the following epigram : 

When Gilford commenced his attack on the Queen, 
Loud rattled the thunder, red lightnings were seen ; 
When Copley summed up all he'd proved had been done, 
'Twas almost a total eclipse of the Sun ; 
In the whole of the case, we may clearly remark, 
Accusation in thunder, and proof in the dark. 



THE ADDRESS OF THE CORPORATION OF COVENTRY 
TO QUEEN ELIZABETH. 

We men of Coventry 

Are very glad to see 
Your Royal Majesty : 

Good Lord ! how fair you be ! 



HER MAJESTY'S ANSWER. 

My Royal Majesty 

Is very glad to see 
Ye men of Coventry: 

Good Lord! what fools ye be ! 



THE TWO ADMIRALS. 

An Epigram written on the occasion of the freedom of the City 
of London being presented to the celebrated Admirals Keppel and 
Rodney in February 1780. To the one it was given in an oak box, 
to the other in a gold one. 

" Your wisdom, London's council, far 

Our highest praise exceeds ; 
In giving each illustrious tar 

The very thing he needs. 
For Rodney brave, but low in cash, 

Your golden gifts bespoke : 
To Keppel rich, but not so rash, 

You gave a heart of oak" 
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LORD WELLINGTON AND THE MINISTERS, 1813. 

So gentle in peace Alcibiades smiled, 

While in battle he shone forth so terribly grand, 
That the emblem they graved on his seal was a child 

With a thunderbolt placed in its innocent hand. 
Oh, Wellington ! long as such ministers wield 

Tour magnificent arm, the same emblem will do ; 
For, while they're in the council and you in the field, 

We've the babies in them, and the thunder in you. 

Moore. 



THE CONGRESS AT VIENNA. 

In cutting, and dealing, and playing their cards, 
Revoking and shuffling for tricks and rewards, 
The kings have been changed into knaves, and the rest 
Of the honours have either been lost or suppressed. 



ON THE EARL OF CHATHAM AND SIR RICHARD STRAHAN, 

LEADERS OF THE UNFORTUNATE WALCHEREN 

EXPEDITION. 

The Earl of Chatham with his sword drawn, 

Was waiting for Sir Richard Strahan ; 
Sir Richard, burning to be at 'em, 

Was waiting for the Earl of Chatham. 



ON A RUNAWAY SOLDIER WHO WORE A RING. 

Why doth a golden ring thy finger grace? 
Soldier, thy foot had been a fitter place ; 
For that, thou know'st, bestead thee better far 
Than both thy hands, but lately in the war. 

Sib Thos. More. 



WHIG AND TORY. 
Whig and Tory scratch and bite, 

Just as hungry dogs, we see : 
Toss a bone 'twixt two, they fight ; 

Throw a couple, they agree. 
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LINES FROM MR. GARRICK TO A NOBLEMAN WHO 

ASKED HIM IP HE DID NOT INTEND BEING 

IN PARLIAMENT. 

More than content with what my labours gain, 
Of public favour, though a little vain, 
Yet not so vain my mind, so madly bent, 
To wish to play the fool in Parliament ; 
In each dramatic unity to err, 
Mistaking time and place and character. 
Were it my fate to quit the mimic art, 
I'd *« strut and fret" no more in any part ; 
No more in public scenes would I engage, 
Or wear the cap and mask on any stage. 



TO WARREN HASTINGS. 

Hastings ! I knew thee young, and of a mind, 
While young, humane, conversable, and kind ; 
Nor can I well believe thee, gentle then, 
Now grown a villain, and the worst of men. 
But rather some suspect, who have oppressed 
And worried thee, as not themselves the best. 

Gowpeb. 



ON EDMUND BURKE, FOR HIS HOSTILITY TO WARREN 

HASTINGS. 

Oft have we wondered that on Irish ground 
No poisonous reptile has e'er yet been found ; 
Revealed the secret stands of Nature's work, 
She saved her venom to create a Burke.* 



" VOX ET PRETEREA NIHIL." 

" I wonder if Brougham thinks as much as he talks," 
Said a punster, perusing a trial ; 
41 1 vow, since his lordship was made Baron Vara, 
He's been Vaux et prceterea nihil." 

* Burke was a native of Ireland, and was the most active and persevering of all 
Warren Hastings' enemies in a trial which lasted seven years. 
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ON A RADICAL REFORMER. 

Tomkins will clear the land, they say, 

From every foul abuse ; 
So chimneys, in the olden day, 

Were cleansed by a goose. 41 



WHIGGISH PRESUMPTION, 1839. 

" The Queen is with us," Whigs exulting say, 
" For, when she found us in, she let us stay.'* 

It may be so ; but give me leave to doubt, 
If long she'll keep you when she finds you out. 



STAMP DUTY ON RECEIPTS. 

" I would," says Fox, " a tax devise, 
That should not fall on me." 
" Then tax receipts," Lord North replies, 
" For those you never see /" 



CROMWELL'S COIN. 

When stern old Cromwell ruled our glorious land, 
This change of legend on its coin he planned : 
On one side, plainly written, " God with us ;" 
" The Commonwealth of England," the reverse. 
" I see," quoth a cavalier, " thus truth abides, 
" God and the Commonwealth on different sides." 

I. J. R. 



* Alluding to the plan once said to be common in country districts of dragging 
a goose up and down a foul chimney. 
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GIBBON'S POLITICAL VERSATILITY. 

In 1779, Mr. Gibbon, the historian, was appointed one of the 
" Lords of Trade and Plantations," and held that office till its abo- 
lition in consequence of Mr. Burke's Reform bill. Of Gibbon's 
political principles, a slight judgment may be formed from an anec- 
dote, which came to light a few years ago, on the sale of the library 
of Mr. Fox, who, in the first volume of Mr. Gibbon's history, had 
written the following memorandum and verses, on the author's ac- 
cepting a seat at the Board of Trade : 

44 The author of this book, upon the delivery of the Spanish re- 
script in 1779, declared publicly at Brooke's, ( That there was no 
salvation for this country, unless six of the heads of the cabinet 
council were cut off, and laid upon the table of the houses of parlia- 
ment as examples ;' and, in less than a fortnight after this declara- 
tion, he took an employment under the same cabinet council." 

THE VERSES. 

King George in a fright, 
Lest Gibbon should write 

The story of Britain's disgrace, 
Thought no means more sure, 
His pen to secure, 

Than to give the historian " a place." 

But his caution is vain, 
'Tis the curse of his reign 

That his projects should never succeed : 
Though he write not a line, 
Yet a cause of " Decline" 

In the author's example we read. 

His book well describes 
How corruption and bribes 

Overthrew the great empire of Rome; 
And his writings declare 
A degen'racy there, 

Which his conduct exhibits at home. 

C. J. Fox. 



THE COMMONS TO KING CHARLES II. 

In all humanity we crave 
Our Sovereign may be our slave ; 
And humbly beg that he may be 
Betrayed by us most loyally. 
And if he please once to lay down 
His sceptre, dignity, and crown, 
We'll make him, for the time to come, 
The greatest Prince in Christendom. 



t 
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THE KING'S ANSWER. 

Charles at this time, having no need, 
Thanks you as much as if he did. 

Rochester. 



ON KING CHARLES'S DOUBLE DEALING. 

Of such a paradox as this 
Before I never dreamt ; 
The King of England has become 
A subject of contempt. 



ON THE EXECUTION OF THE EARL OF ESSEX. 

When noble Essex, Blount, and Danvers died, 
One saw them suffer who had heard them tried ; 
And, sighing, said: "When such brave soldiers die, 
Is't not great pity, think you ?" " No," said I ; 
" There is no man of sense in all the city 
Will say 'tis great, but rather little pity." 

Sib John Harrington. 



ORATOR HENLEY. 

Henley used every Saturday to print an advertisement in the 
Daily Advertiser, announcing the subject of his ensuing lecture, 
with a motto before it, which was generally a sneer at some public 
transaction of the preceding week. Dr. Cohden, one of Geo. II.'s 
Chaplains, having in 1748 preached a sermon at St. James's from 
the words, " Take away the wicked before the King, and his throne 
shall be established in righteousness," his sermon gave great 
displeasure at Court, and the doctor was dismissed from the list of 
Chaplains. The Saturday following, Henley's advertisement con- 
tained this parody on the text : 

Away with the wicked before the King, 
Away with the wicked behind him ; 

His throne it will bless 

With righteousness, 
And we shall know where to find him. 
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THE GEORGES. 

George the First was reckoned vile, 

Viler George the Second; 
And what mortal ever heard 

Any good of George the Third? 
When from earth the Fourth ascended, 
God be praised, the Georges ended ! 

W. S. Landor. 



GEORGE I., STAR OF BRUNSWICK. 

He preferred Hanover to England ; 

He preferred two hideous mistresses 

To a beautiful and innocent wife. 

He hated arts and despised literature ; 

But he liked train-oil in his salads, 

And gave an enlightened patronage to bad oysters. 

And he had Walpole as a minister ; 

Consistent in his preference for every kind of corruption. 

W. M. Thackeray. 



GEORGE H. 

In most things I did as my father had done, 

I was false to my wife, and I hated my son : 

My spending was small, and my avarice much ; 

My kingdom was English, my heart was High Dutch : 

At Dettingen fight I was known not to blench ; 

I butchered the Scotch and I bearded the French ; 

I neither had morals, nor manners, nor wit ; 

I wasn't much missed when I died in a fit. ~ 

Here set up my statue, and make it complete, 

With Pitt on his knees at my dirty old feet. 
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GEORGE m. 

Give me a royal niche — it is my due, 

The virtuosest king the realm e'er knew. 

I through a decent reputable life 

Was constant to plain food, and a plain wife. 

Ireland I risked, and lost America ; 

But dined on legs of mutton every day. 

My brain, perhaps, might be a feeble part, 

But yet I think I had an English heart. 

When all the kings were prostrate, I alone 

Stood face to face against Napoleon ; 

Nor ever could the ruthless Frenchman forge 

A fetter for old England and old George. 

I let loose naming Nelson on his fleets ; 

I met his troops with Wellesley's bayonets. 

Triumphant waved my flag on land and sea : 

Where was the king in Europe like to me ? 

Monarchs exiled found shelter on my shores ; 

My bounty rescued kings and emperors. 

But what boots victory by land and sea? 

What boots that kings found refuge at my knee ? 

I was a conqueror, but yet not proud ; 

And careless, even though Napoleon bowed. 

The rescued kings came to kiss my garment's hem, 

My guns roared triumph, but I never heard. 

Old England thrilled with joy, I never stirred. 

What care had I of pomp, or fame, or power — 

A crazy old blind man in Windsor tower? 

W. M. T. 



GEORGE IV. 

He left an example for Age and for Youth to avoid.; 

He never acted well by man or woman, 

And was as false to his mistress as to his wife ; 

He deserted his friends and his principles ; 

He was so ignorant that he could scarcely spell ; 

But he had some skill in cutting out coats, 

And an undeniable taste for cookery. 

He built the Palaces of Brighton and of Buckingham, 

And for these qualities and proofs of genius 

An admiring aristocracy 

Christened him " The First Gentleman in Europe." 

Friends, respect the king whose statue is here, 

And the generous aristocracy who admired him.* 

W. M. T. 



* These originally appeared in ** Punch,'* and were styled by Mr. Thackeray 
Quasi-epignm*. 
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ON THE LATE PBINCE REGENT BEING SEEN STANDING 

BETWEEN THE COFFINS OF HENRY VIII. & CHARLES I. 

IN THE ROYAL VAULT AT WINDSOR. 

Famed for contemptuous breach of sacred ties, 

By headless Charles see heartless Henry lies ; 

Between them stands another sceptred thing, 

It moves, it reigns — in all but name a king. 

Charles to his people, Henry to his wife, 

In him the double tyrant starts to life ; 

Justice and death have mixed their dust in vain, 

Each royal vampire wakes to life again. 

Ah ! what can tombs avail, since these disgorge 

The blood and dust of both to mould a George? 



THE MARQUIS OF ANGLESEY. 

When the Marquis was for the second time Lord-Lieutenant of 
Ireland, he became very unpopular, in consequence of a speech he 
delivered. In a speech of Mr. O'ConnelTs, in quoting the well- 
known lines : 

" God takes the good, too good on earth to stay, 
And leaves the bad, too bad to take away," 

the great orator continued : 

" This couplet's truth, in Paget's case we find : 
God took his leg, and left himself behind! " 

" Notes and Queries." 



IRISH SENSE AND WIT. 

The last thing the witty Dean Swift wrote was the following 
epigram on the building of a Magazine for arms and stores at 
Dublin, which was pointed out to him as he was taking exercise 
while suffering from his mental disease, circa 1740. 

Behold a proof of Irish sense ; 

Here Irish wit is seen ; 
When nothing's left that's worth defence 

They build a magazine. 
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ON MURAT'S SUMMONS TO GEN. SIR F. STUART TO 

SURRENDER SICILY, IN ORDER TO SPARE THE 

EFFUSION OF BLOOD. 

Says Murat to Stuart, " Of blood I'm so tender, 

I beg without fighting your force you'll surrender." 

Says the hero of Maida to Murat, " Excuse me, 

But much your fine feelings amaze and amuse me. 

Here determined we stand, you may come when you will. 

Every drop in our veins we are ready to spill." 

Aside muttered Murat, " Parbleu ! when I sent, 

'Twas my own blood to spare, and not yours that I meant." 



THE DUKE OF ANGOULEME. 

At a levee in Paris, the last attended by the Duke de San 
Lorenzo, ambassador from the Spanish Cortds, his excellency, seeing 
Prince Hilt turn his back upon him, calmly observed to a friend, 
" La guerre dej& commence ; le general tourne le dos a l'ennemi 1" 

When mighty Hilt, by way of a rebuke, 
His hack presented to Lorenzo's Duke — 
The latter, smiling, to a friend, said he, 
" 'Tis clear he takes me for an enemy" 



THE SWISS AND THE FRENCHMAN. 

To a Swiss, a gay Frenchman, in company, said, 

" Your soldiers are forced, sir, to fight for their bread, 

Whilst for honour alone the French rush to the field ; 

So your motives to ours, sir, must certainly yield." 

" By no means," cried the other, " pray why should you boast ? 

Each fights for the thing he's in need of the most." 



\ 



ON GIBBON THE HISTORIAN. 

To sinners, wonderfully civil, 
Gibbon declares there is no devil. 
Ah I trust him not, for if we look 
Upon his portrait in his book, 
The boldest infidel would swear 
He sees the very devil there. 

R. Polwhele. 
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THE FRENCH EMPRESS. 

The French Empress made a sudden and private visit to Eng- 
land, which gave rise to various ideas and rumours. The alleged 
reason was the refusal of the use of the Conservatoire at Paris for 
a concert. 

The Empress of Frenchmen, 'tis said t'other day, 
In a pet came to England out of the way ; 
Says the lady, more given to rule, than be ruled, 
" The man may, the minister shall not, be Fould." 

R. R. F. 



FRENCH FREEDOM. 

Occasioned by long Speeches of the French Deputies in 1815, 
about the Liberty of the Press. 

The French enjoy freedom, they say ; 

And where is the man who can doubt it ? 
For they have, it is clear, every day, 

The freedom of talking about it. 



ON BUONAPARTE TAKING THE BEE AS HIS EMBLEM 
IN LIEU OF THE FLEUR-DE-LIS. 

Again the Lily Gallia's emblem see — 
Napoleon changed her Lily for a Bee ; 
And why ? that insect, ever on the wing, 
Her honey stole, and left her but his sting. 



ON NAPOLEON'S STATUE AT BOULOGNE, BY DESIGN OR 
ACCIDENT TURNED WITH ITS BACK TO ENGLAND. 

Upon its lofty column's stand 

Napoleon takes his place : 
His back still turned upon that land 

That never saw his face. 



130 THB WILD GARLAND. 



TRANSLATION OF A CAMBRIDGE PRIZE GREEK 

EPIGRAM ON THE RETURN OF NAPOLEON 

THE FIRST FROM MOSCOW. 

When Emperor Nap. to France returned, 

He much admired his boy ; 
The nurse, whose anxious bosom burned 

To increase the father's joy, 
•• How much he talks ! " " How much he's grown !" 

Would every moment cry, 
" Besides, he's learned to run alone ;" 

Says Boney, " So have I ! " 



NAPOLEON A RUNAWAY FROM HIS ARMY. 

" A new Achilles, I," spake Gaul's stern chief, 

Nor spake a lie — albeit he was a thief: 
For like Achilles, to the untimely grave 

Hosts had he hurled, the bravest of the brave ; 
Insate of wrath, stiffnecked, implacable, 

Wrecker of towns : — and fleet of foot as well ; 
So like was he in much ; yet not in all ; — 

The heel that slew the Greek has saved the Gaul.* 



ON BUONAPARTE, 1804. 

Says Old Nick to his crony, old emperor Nero, 

As together they sat in a sulphury bower, 
" I'm resolved now to finish my Corsican hero, 

By crowning his wishes with absolute power." 
Says Nero, u Great King of Hell's gloomy dominion, 

Ponder well what your Majesty's going to do ; 
His ambition's so boundless, that 'tis my opinion 

He never will rest till he overturns you." 



ON BUONAPARTE'S DISASTERS. 

Surrounded, confounded, east, west, north, and south, 
He's Lip-sic, chopfallen, and down in the mouth. 



• These e pier mm gained the Browne's incdal in 1813. They were written 
/ by Walter Strickland, of Trinity College. 
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ON HEARING THAT NAPOLEON'S SPURS HAD BEEN 

FOUND IN THE IMPERIAL CARRIAGE AFTER THE 

BATTLE OF WATERLOO. 

These Napoleon left behind, 
Flying swifter than the wind ; 
Needless to him when buckled on, 
Wanting no spur but Wellington. 

Lobd Erbkine. 



NIL DESPERANDUM EST (1806). 

Sure England, single-handed, still may hope 
With all the hosts of boasting France to cope ; 
Since single-handed Nelson on the main, 
Gould crush the fleets combined of France and Spain. 



THE LEGION OF HONOUR. 

EPIGRAM ADDRESSED TO M. DE GAZE, ON A RECENT NOMINATION 
TO THE LEGION OF HONOUR. 

Dans les terns affreux d* autrefois 

On mettait sans pitie" les voleurs sur la croiz; 

Grace au changement de nos moeurs, 

C'est la croix aujourd'hui qu'on met sur les voleurs. 

TRANSLATION. 

In ancient times — 'twas no great loss— 
They hung the thief upon the cross ; 
But now, alas ! I say't with grief, 
We hang the cross upon the thief. 



ON COLBERT, MINISTER OF LOUIS XIV. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

Here lies the father of taxation : 
May Heaven, his faults forgiving, 
Grant him repose ; which he, while living, 

Would never grant the nation. I 
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YOUTH AND TRUTH. 

WRITTEN IN 1765. 

You say the ministry are young, — 'tis truth ; 
But why, ye scribblers, cavil at their youth ? 
Bute knows that ministers have long been things, 
Who walk in go-carts, and in leading-strings ; 
But to all wretches of that slavish spirit, 
Grant, O ye Fates ! the cart and string they merit. 

An Independent. 



IMITATED FROM HORACE. 

Brave sires beget brave sons, 'tis said ; 
One Russell bravely lost his head, 

And so would I, Lord John ; 
But as my head may where it stands, 
As well serve all my patriot ends, 

I'd rather keep it on. 

Lord John Russell. 



ALDERMAN WOOD. 

On Alderman Wood's being afraid to pledge himself to the prin- 
ciples he had always professed. 

Sure in the house he'll do but little good, 

Who lets •• I dare not," wait upon " I would " (I, Wood), 



AMOR NUMMI. 

" The love of money is the root of evil, 
Sending the folks in cart-loads to the devil." 
So says an ancient proverb, as we're told ; 
And spoke the truth, no doubt, in days of old. 
But now, thanks to our good friend, Billy Pitt, 
This wholesome golden adage will not fit. 
On English ground the vice dissolves in vapour, 
Being at worst only a love of— paper. 
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ON TWO DECEASED STATESMEN. 

Britannia's boast, her glory, and her pride, 
Pitt, in his country's service lived and died ; 
Firmly resolved at length like Pitt to do, 
For once to save his country — Fox died too. 



ON HEARING IT OBSERVED THAT MR. PITT HAD 
PROVED HIMSELF A BAD ARITHMETICIAN. 

Fob addition, Pitt's talents let all men revere, 

Since he adds to our debt thirty millions a-year ; 

In subtraction his skill to suspect will be rash, 

Who contrives from the Bank to subtract all the cash ; 

And though feeble his efforts to multiply men, 

He can multiply taxes again and again. 

In division what mortal can say he wants nous t 

Who so artfully works in dividing the house. 

Then ye patriots, be still ! to your murmurs a truce ! 

What we were, what we are, think 1 and spare your abuse, 

For we all must agree that Will Pitt can reduce. 



ON CESAR BORGIA ADOPTING FOR HIS MOTTO 
" AUT CMSAR AUT NIHIL." 
Borgia was Caesar, both in deeds and name ; 
" Csesar or nought," he said ; he both became ! 



BY ONE ATTACKED IN THE ANTI-JACOBIN REVIEW. 

In what I write you seek for lines to blame, 
Nor vainly strive my failings to unmask ; 

In what you write I seek for lines to praise, — 
Why must the kinder be the harder task ? 



ON THE BIBACITY OF PITT AND THE GAMBLING 

OF FOX. 

On folly every fool his talent tries ; 
It asks some toil to imitate the wise ; 
Though few like Fox can speak — like Pitt can think- 
Yet all like Fox can game — like Pitt can ftnxfe.. 
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ON MR. PITT'S BEING PELTED BY THE MOB ON LORD 
MAYOR'S DAY, 1787. 

The City feast inverted here we find, 
For Pitt had his dessert before he dined. 



TRUTH TOLD AT LAST. 

" A union on principle," cries Fox, "I require ! " 
44 A union on principle," says Pitt, " I admire ! " 
Still this union's delayed, and on very good ground, 
For pray where is principle now to be found ? 
Our principal statesmen are unprincipled jugglers ; 
Our principal merchants unprincipled smugglers ; 
Our principal rich are unprincipled knaves, 
And our principal poor their unprincipled slaves. 
Through court, city, and country, we vainly pursue 
A phantom much talked of— but never in view. 



SATIRICAL. 
CLERICAL. 

LIVING AND DEAD. 



To the bedridden rector the curate did step in, 
The state of his health to inquire of his wife,— 

And found him departed — the widow sat weeping, 
Bewailing the loss, of her comforts in life. 

"In this valley of tears," the kind curate replied, 
" From some the Lord takes, and to some he is giving ; 

It is your duty now, Ma'am, to mourn for the dead, 
But 'tis mine to be off and look after the living." 



STEBNHOLD AND HOPKINS. 

John Wilmot, the notorious Earl of Rochester, was the author 
of these pungent lines on these versifiers of the Psalms. Being at 
Bodicot (a chapelry to Adderbury) he addressed the psalm-singing 
clerk or sexton, thus : 

" Stebnhold and Hopkins had great qualms 
When they translated David's Psalms, 

To make the heart full glad. 
But had it been poor David's fate 
To hear thee sing and them translate, 

Sure 'twould have driven him mad." 



ON A CERTAIN PARSON'S LOOKS. 

That there is falsehood in his looks, 

I must and will deny ; 
They say their master is a knave— 

And sure they do not lie. 

Burns. 



PASQUINADE. 

Fxtlleb, in his Church History, gives the following pasquinade, 
ridiculing the covetousness of Dr. Bancroft, Archbishop of Can- 
terbury: 

Here lies his grace, in cold clay clad, 
Who died for want of what he had. 



LAW AND DIVINITY. 

Occasioned by part of St. Mary's Church, in Oxford, being con- 
verted into a Law School. 

Yes, yes, you may rail at the Pope as you please, 

But trust me that miracles never will cease. 

See here— an event, that no mortal suspected 1 

See Law and Divinity closely connected ! 

Which proves the old proverb, long reckoned so odd, 

That "the nearest the Church is the i artta«t tram CfcA." 
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THE CHURCH AND CLERGY. 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW AT CHESTER BY DEAN SWIFT. 

The church and clergy here, no doubt, 

Are very near akin ; 
Both weather-beaten are without, 

And empty both within. 



ON GARRICK'S PAMPHLET, "DIRECTIONS TO THE CLERGY 
HOW TO READ PRAYERS WITH PROPER EMPHASIS." 

Dumb dogs that know not how to bark, 
The Priests were termed in Israel's day ; 

But now they catch Devotion's spark, 
When Players teach them how to pray. 



ON MR. RICHARD JONES.* 

Mercutio Jones — ungrateful Jones, 
Who left the stage for ever, 

To manufacture orators from drones, 
And make the clergy clever. 



THE STAGE verms THE PULPIT. 

The passion for play, circa 1740, was long the ruling passion at 
Bath among the sick as well as the sound. The following Epigram 
was written when subscription books were opened for providing for 
the expenses of Church-service, and for opening a new card-room : 

The books were opened t'other day, 
At all the shops, for Church and Play ; 

The Church got six, Hoyle sixty-seven : 
How great the odds for Hell 'gainst Heaven ! 



,/ • Generally known as " Gentleman Jones," a theatrical star, associate of 
K Kemble, Young, Kean, &c. 
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THE ATHEIST. 

That there's no God, John gravely swears, 
And quotes in proof his own affairs ! 
For how should such an Atheist thrive, 
If there was any God alive ? 

" Westminster Review," 1858. 



MANY ROADS TO HEAVEN. 

I thine that friars and their hoods, 
Their doctrines and their maggots, 

Have lighted up too many feuds, 
And far too many fagots. 

I think, while bigots storm and frown, 

And fight for two or seven, 
That there are fifty roads to town, 

And rather more to heaven. 

M. Praed. 



ON VARIOUS CREEDS. 

Jews, Turks and Christians differ but in creed ; 
In ways of wickedness they're all agreed. 
None upwards climb the road — they part, they cavil, 
And all run downwards, headlong to the devil ! 

Lord Roscommon. 



ON A DULL PREACHER. 

Whene'er your auditors to tire 

By long discourse you choose, 
The fret-work leaves the Gothic spire, 

And settles in the pews. 

James Smith. (" Rejected Addresses.") 



ON MITRE COURT, FLEET STREET. 

Proper terms here are met, for, whatever our forte y 
There's no way to the Mitre , except through tVve cwwrt.. 



\ 
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BISHOP BLOMFIELD'S PIBST CHABGB TO HIS CLEBGY 
POETISED. 

Hunt not, fish not, shoot not, 

Dance not, fiddle not, flute not ; 
Be sure ye have nothing to do with the Whigs, 
But stay at home and feed your pigs ; 
And above all I make it my special desire, 
That at least once a week you dine with the Squire. 

Sidney Smith. 



ON BISHOP TOMLINE'S TBANSLATION, OB PROFITABLE 
EXCHANGE OF THE SEE OF LINCOLN FOR WIN- 
CHESTER, AND HIS GREAT AVERSION TO CHANGES 
AMONGST HIS CLERGY. 

" Not what I do, but what I say, 

My brethren, must be noted ; 
Be ye immovable alway, 

While I move off promoted." 

" Indeed, my Lord, your reading looks 

Like modern variation ;" 
" Tut, tut, my friend, shut up your books, 
This is the true translation 1" 



THE BIBLE UNDER FETTERS. 

When I called t'other day on a noble renowned, 
In his great marble hall lay the Bible well bound ; 
Not printed by Basket and bound up in "black, 
But chained to the floor, like a thief, by the back. 
Unacquainted with ton, and your quality airs, 
I supposed it intended for family prayers. 
His piety pleased ; I applauded his zeal, 
Yet thought none would venture the Bible to steal ; 
But judge my surprise when informed of the case : 
He had chained it for fear it would fly in his face. 

Cumberland Journal, 1798. 
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FAITH. 

What legions of fables and whimsical tales, 
Pass current for gospel where priestcraft prevails ! 
Our ancestors thus were most strangely deceived ; 
What stories and nonsense for faith they believed ! 
Bat we, their wise sons, who these fables reject, 
Even truth, now-a-days, are too apt to suspect ; 
From believing too much, the right faith we let fall, 
And now we believe, i'faith ! nothing at all. 



SATIRICAL. 
CATHOLIC. 

ON THE INVENTION OF GUNPOWDEB. 

FBOM THE GERMAN EPIGRAMS. 

King. Friend Eunz, I've heard grave people mention 
Gunpowder as the devil's invention. 

Kunz. Whoe'er informed you so was drunk ; 
'Twas first invented by a monk. 

King. Well, well, no matter for the name ; 

A monk, or devil — 'tis much the same. 



AGAINST SHEEP FARMING: 

A SYSTEM INTRODUCED AND CARRIED TO EXCESS B7 THE MONASTIC 
BODIES, 1598. 

Sheepe have eate up our meadows and our downes, 
Our corne, our wood, whole villages and townes ; 
Yea, they have eate up many wealthy men, 
. Besides widowes, and orphane childeren : v 
Besides our statutes and our iron lawes, 
Which they have swallowed down into their maws. 
Till now I thought the proverbe did but jest, 
Which said a blacke sheepe was a biting beast. 

Fourth Book oi Chbiotwjkw^M 
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ON BOME. 

Hate and debate Rome through the world hath spread, 
Tef Roma, amor is, if backward read ; 
Then is it strange, Rome hate should foster ? No, 
For out of backward love all hate doth grow. 



ON LEO X. 

Leo lacked the last sacrament. Why need we tell ? 
He had chosen the chalice and paten to sell ! 

Imitated from J. Sannazaro, 1458. 



ON THE SALE OF INDULGENCES. 

If Rome can pardon sins, as Romans hold, 
And if those pardons can be bought and sold, — 
It is no sin to love and worship gold. 

If they can purchase pardons with a sum, 
For sins they may commit in time to come, 
And for sins past, — 'tis very well for Rome. 

At this rate they are happiest who have most ; 
They'll purchase Heaven at their own proper cost. 
Alas 1 the poor, and they alone, are lost. 

Whence came this knack ? or, where did it begin ? 
What author have they ? or, who brought it in ? 
Did Christ e'er keep a custom-house for sin ? 

Some subtle devil, without more ado, 
Did certainly this sly invention brew, 
To gull them of their souls and money too. 



TIT FOR TAT. 

Says the squire to the parson, " If you were to lie 
In this dish, we could make a substantial goose-pie," 
Quoth the parson, " If you in your grave were extended, — 
Which I hope won't take place till your morals are mended,- 
And I read the prayers, by a much better rule 
The parish might call me a goose-bury fool." 
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PROXIES. 

" By proxy I pray, and by proxy I vote," 
A graceless peer said to a churchman of note ; 
Who answered, " My lord, then I'll venture to say, 
You'll to heaven ascend in a similar way." 



CHURCH-GOING. 

" Attend your Church," the parson cries: 
To church each fair one goes ; 

The old go there to close their eyes, 
The young to eye their clothes. 



THE BISHOP AND HIS PORTMANTEAU. 

" I have lost my portmanteau." 

" I pity your grief." 
" It contained all my sermons." 

♦•I pity the thief!" 



ON HEARING A PERSON SAY THAT, IF HE ATTENDED 

TO HIS DEVOTIONS AT HOME, IT WAS OF NO 

IMPORTANCE THAT HE ABSENTED HIMSELF 

FROM CHURCH. 

Small store of manners ! when thy Prince bids come 
And feast at court, to say Tve meat at home. 



SYDNEY SMITH'S ADVICE WHEN THE DEAN AND 

CANONS OF ST. PAUL'S COMPLAINED OF THE 

DELAY IN FIXING THE WOOD PAVEMENT. 

Why fret, and frit your time away, 
Grumbling about this wooden way ? 
Just put your heads together, friends, 
And in a trice we've means to ends. x 

Rot. 3. £."&keuesb*» > 
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CONFESSION. 

A father asked the priest his boy to bless, 

Who forthwith told him he must first confess 7 ; 

"Well," quoth the boy, '* suppose I'm willing, 

What is your charge ?" " To you it is a shilling." 

14 Must all men pay ? and all men make confession ?" 

14 Yes I every one of Catholic profession." 

14 And whom do you confess to ?" 4 * Why, the dean." 

44 And does he charge you ?" 44 Yes ! a whole thirteen." 

44 And do the deans confess ?" " Yes, boy, they do, 

Confess to bishops, and pay smartly too." 

44 Do bishops, sir, confess ? if so, to whom ?" 

44 Why, they confess, and pay the Pope of Borne." 

44 Well," quoth the boy, 4t all this is mighty odd. 

44 And does the Pope confess ?" li Oh I yes, to God." 

44 And does God charge the Pope ?" 44 No," quoth the 

priest, 
44 God charges nothing." 4t Oh I then, God is best. 
He is both able to forgive, and willing ; 
To Him I shall confess, and save my shilling." 



THE PBIEST AND THE OSTLEB. 

Once at some holy time, perhaps 'twas Lent, 

An honest ostler to confession went ; 

And there of sins a long extended score, 

Of various shape and size, he mumbled o'er ; 

Till, having cleared his conscience of the stuff, 

For any moderate conscience quite enough, 

He ceased. 44 What more ?" the reverend father cried. 

44 No more," th' unburthened penitent replied. 

44 But," said the artful priest, 4< yet unrevealed, 

There lurks one darling vice within your thoughts 

concealed. 
Did you, in all your various modes of cheating, 
Ne'er grease the horses' teeth to spoil their eating ?" 
44 Never," cried Crop. So then to close each strain, 
He was absolved, and sent to sin again. 
Some months from thence, sad stings of conscience 

feeling, 
Crop at confessional again was kneeling, 
When lo ! at every step, his conscience easing, 
Out popped a groan, and horses' teeth and greasing. 
14 Sancta Maria !" cried the astonished priest, 
44 How much your sins have with your days increased ! 
When I last saw you, you denied all this." 
44 True," said the ostler, 44 very true it is, 
And also true, that till that blessed time, 
I never, father, heard of such a crime." 
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ON A RELIGIOUS BUT CENSORIOUS WOMAN. 

The law and the gospels you always have by you, 

But for truth and good-nature they seldom come nigh you: 

In short, wretched creature, the matter of fact is, 

You daily are learning what never you practise. 



A REFLECTION. 

11 Help! help !" cried old Father Francesco, one night, 

While Friar John ran to his help in a fright, 

" I have just seen the devil along my cell pass ! 

By our Lady 'twas he — in the shape of an ass 1" 

" Less noise," — whispered John, with a look of disdain — 

" When you chance to behold your own shadow again !" 



MONKISH RHYMES. 

Djbmon languebat, monachus bonus esse volebat ; 
Sed cum convaluit, manet ut ante fait. 

When the devil was sick, the devil a monk would be ; 
When the devil got well, the devil a monk was he. 



SATIRICAL. 
MEDICAL. 



COALITION EXTRAORDINARY. 

A sexton and a grave physician 

Once made a gainful coalition : 

The sexton gave his friend the garment 

Of each corpse brought him for interment ; 

The doctor all his patients hurried 

Off to the sexton to be buried. 

Gbeek Anthology, — W. Shkppabxk 
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ON DR. CADE'S DYING FROM USING HIS OWN RECIPE. 

Cade, who had slain ten thousand men 
With that small instrument, a pen, 
Was sick; unluckily, he tried 
The point upon himself, and died. 



ON A DISPUTE BETWEEN DR. RADCLIFFE AND SIR 

GODFREY KNELLER. 

Sib Godfrey and Radcliffe had one common way 

Into one common garden — and each had a key. 

Quoth Kneller, " I'll certainly stop up that door, 

If ever I find it unlocked any more." 

" Your threats," replies Radcliffe, " disturb not my ease, 

And, so you don't paint it, e'en do what you please." 

" You're smart," rejoins Kneller, " but say what you will, 

I'll take anything from you — but potion or pill." 



GARRICK AND DOCTOR HILL. 

GARRICK'S EPIGRAM, ADDRESSED TO THE REDOUBTED SIR JOHN HILL. 

" For physic and farces, 
Thy equal there scarce is ; 
Thy farces are physic, 
Thy physic a farce is." 



.FROM THE JUNTO, WITH GARRICK AT THEIR HEAD, 

TO THE SAME. 

Thou essence of dock, and valerian, and sage, 
At once the disgrace and the pest of the age, 
The worst that we wish thee, for all thy sad crimes, 
Is to take thy own physic, and read thy own rhymes. 



.ANOTHER, BY THE SAME. 

The wish should be in form reversed, 
To suit the doctor's crimes; 

For if he takes his physic first, 
He'll never read his rhymes. 
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DR. HILL'S ANSWER TO THE JUNTO. 

Ye desperate Junto ! ye great ! or ye small ! 

Who combat dukes, doctors, the deuce, and them all ; 

Whether gentlemen scribblers, or poets in gaol, 

Your impertinent wishes shall certainly fail. 

I'll take neither offence, nor balsam of honey — 

Do you take the physic, and I'll take the money. 



DR. WYNTER TO DR. CHEYNEY, ON HIS BOOKS IN 
FAVOUR OF A VEGETABLE DIET. 

Tell me from whom, fat-headed Scot, 

Thou did'st thy system learn ? 
From Hippocrate thou hast it not, 

Nor Celsus, nor Pitcairn. 

Suppose we own that milk is good, 

And say the same of grass ; 
The one for babes is only food, 

The other for an ass. 

Doctor ! our new prescription try — 

A friend's advice forgive — 
Eat grass, reduce thyself, and die ; 

Thy patients then may live. 



DR. CHEYNEY TO DR. WYNTER.— REPLY. 

My system, Doctor, is my own, 

No tutor I pretend; — 
My blunders hurt myself alone, 

But yours your dearest friend. 

Were you to milk and straw confined, 

Thrice happy might you be ; 
Perhaps you might regain your mind, 

And from your wit get free. 

I can't your kind prescription try r 

But heartily forgive ; 
'Tis natural you should bid me die, 

That you yourself may Im. 



.< 
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HOM(EOPATHY. 

Laud me, the globules of the- healing art ! 

Lost are the terrors of disease and pain ; 
Gone .drachms and scruples. Now all ills depart, 

Before the million-billionth of a grain. 



«« NO CURE, NO PAY." 

When Doctor Lotion first began 
To practise on the frame of man, 

He bore but li amble sway; 
Each morn his hospitable door 
Was open, gratis, to the poor, 

*Twas then—" No cure, no pay." 

At length, with cane and ponderous wig, 
Tito doptnt si rut*?, a perfect prig, 

In eminence secure j 
The former system quite deranged, 
The poor forgot, the motto chaw god — 

"Tis now — "No pay, no cure." 



TO MOORE, THE INVENTOR OF A WORM POWDER. 

That statesmen have the itorm*, is seen 

By all their winding play 
And caiwcicnc*' i$ ti wo mi in f /it if, 

That gnaws them night and day. 

Ab Moore ! thy skill were well employed, 

And greater gains would rise, 
If thou could'st make the courtier void 

The worm that never dies. 

Swift. 



/ 



WORM LOZENGES. 

Vasus, advanced on high, proclaims his skill 

By cakes of wondrous force the worms to kill. 

A scornful ear the wiser sort import, 

And laugh at Vagus' a pretended art. 

But well can Vasus what ho boasts perform, 

For man, as Job hath told us, is a worm. 
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ON THE DEATH OF DB. EVANS, OF KNIGHTSBPJDGE. 

Evans, of worm-destroying note, 
With little folks who breed 'em, — 

Has all his life been poisoning worms, 
And now's consigned to feed 'em. 

Thus, 'twixt our doctor and his foes, 

Accounts are pretty trim ; — 
For many years he lived by time. 

And now they live on him. 



i 



MOTHER'S MILK. 

WRITTEN BY THE LAT3 DR. WALCOTT, ON BEING ADVISED BY 

Dr.. LEACH TO DRINK ASSES' MILK; THE LATTBR DECLARING 

THAT IT HAD BEEN OF GREAT SERVICE TO HIMSELF. 

And, Doctor, do you really think, 
That asses' milk I ought to drink ? 

'Twould quite remove my cough, you say ; 

And drive all old complaints away. 
It cured yourself; — I grant that's true ; — 
But then 'twas mother's milk to you. 



THREE ENEMIES. 

FROM THE SPANISH. 

Three enemies : the flesh, the world, the devil, 
Are often sources of the soul's perdition ; 

Three are the sources of the body's evil, 
Apothecary, Surgeon, and Physician. 



NATURE AND ART. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

Nature and sickness fight, — a man the prize ; 
If nature wins, he lives ; — if sickness, dies. 
Blind men (called doctors) come, the fray to part, 
With random strokes of weapons forged by art. 
If chance they hit the foe, the day's their own ; 
If nature gets the hurt, the patienVa %otl*\ 
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PARSON versus PHYSICIAN. 

How D.D. swaggers — M.D. rolls ! 

I dub tliem both a brace of noddies : 
Old D.D. takes the cure of souls, 

While M.D. takes the care of bodies. 
Between them both what treatment rare, 

Our souls and bodies must endure : 
One takes tho cure without the care, 

T'other the care without the cure. 



LAW AND PHYSIC. 

If mortals would, as nature dictates, live, 
They need not fees to the physician give ; ' 
If men were wise they need not have their cause 
Pleaded, prolonged by the ambiguous laws. 
So Bartolus might, feeless, go to bed, 
And mice corrode Hippocrates unread. 

J. Owen. 



ON A COXCOMBICAL PHYSICIAN. 

When Florio for the sickly fair indites, 
And minds not what, so much as how, he writes ; 
His patients, as his graceful form they scan, 
Cry, with ill-omened rapture, " Killing man ! " 



ON EMPLOYING TWO DOCTORS. 

One doctor single, like the sculler plies, 
The patient struggles, and by inches dies ; 
But two physicians, like a pair of oars, 
Waft kim right swiftly to the Stygian shores. 

Jekyll. 



ON AN APOTHECARY TURNED BREWER. 

With titles how are some men blessed, 
Even thou canst boast of twain : 

A fool before in drugs confessed, 
And now a knave in grain t 
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POPE'S LAST HOURS. 

During Pope's last illness, his two physicians, Dr. Barton and 
Dr. Thomson, had an altercation. The former charged Dr. Thom- 
son with having hastened the poet's death by the violent purges he 
had prescribed, — a crimination which Dr. Thomson retorted. Pope 
at length silenced them by saying, — " Gentlemen, I only learn by 
your discourse that I am in a very dangerous way ; all therefore I 
have now to ask is that, after my death, the following may be 
added to the next edition of the Dunciad, by way of postscript : 

Dunces, rejoice, forgive all censures past ; 
The greatest dunce has killed your foe at last. 

Others say these lines were written by Dr. Barton, and were the 
occasion of the following epigram by a friend of Dr. Thomson : 

As physic and verse both to Phoebus belong, 
So the College oft dabbles in potion and song : 
Hence Barton, resolved his emetics shall hit, 
When his recipes fail, gives a puke with his wit. 



ON QUACKS. 

When quacks, as quacks may, by good luck, to be sure, 

Blunder out, at ha^Lazard, a desperate cure, 

In the prints of the day, with due pomp and parade, 

Case, patient, and doctor, are amply displayed. 

All this is quite just, and no mortal can blame it ; 

If they save a man's life, they've a right to proclaim it : 

But there's reason to think they might save more lives still, 

Did they publish a list of the numbers they kill. 

The Rev. Samuel Bishop, 

Head Master of Merchant Taylors' School. 



TO SIR R. BLACKMORE. 

I charge thee, Knight, in great Apollo's name, 

If thou'rt not dead to all reproach and shame, 

Either thy poetry or pills disclaim ; 

Both are too much, one feeble brain to rack ; 

Besides, the bard will soon undo the quack: 

Such shoals of readers thy poor fustian kills, \ 

Thou'lt scarce leave one alixe to \«!k& \&i \KSk». ^ 
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THE PBESCBIPTION. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF LA MART IN IE RE. 

Would you wish to get well without failing, 

Of I know not what ill, which, I know not for why, 
For this fortnight has made you look feeble and ailing ? 

I prescribe you to buy, 
How much I can't say, of a root I know not, 

To mix, of I know not what simples, a potion ; 

Pound, I know not what herbs, and of them make a lotion. 
Which, applied piping hot, 

Will, for aught that I know, 

Make you eat, drink, and sleep, as a fortnight ago : 
But this I can venture for certain to say, 
Half the doctors in London prescribe the same way. 



ON MEDICAL MEN. 

The following epigram is the production of a physician of the 
1 olden time," by name Guricus Cordus. 

Tres medicus facies habet : — unam quando rogatur, 
Angelicam ; mox est, cum juvat, ipse deus ; 
Postuti curato. poscit sua prsemia, morbo, 
Horridus apparet terribilisque Sathan. 

Three faces wears the doctor : — when first sought, 
An angel's ; and a god's, the cure half wrought ; 
But when, that cure complete, he seeks his fee, 
The devil looks then less terrible than he. 



/ 



THE DOOTOB'S COAT OF AEMS. 

A doctor, who, for want of skill, 

Did sometimes cure and sometimes kill, 

Contrived at length, by many a puff, 

And many a bottle filled with stuff, 

To raise his fortune and his pride ; 

And in a coach, forsooth, must ride. 

His family coat long since worn out, 

What arms to take was all the doubt. 

A friend, consulted on the case, 

Thus answered, with a sly grimace : 

" Take some device in your own way, 

Neither too solemn nor too gay ; 

Three ducks, suppose ; white, grey, or black ; 

And let your motto be Quack ! quack /" 
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DE SANITATE ET MEDICO. 

Health is a jewel, true, which when we buy, 
Physicians value it accordingly. 

MS., 17th Century. 



SATIRICAL. 

FORENSIC. 



THE SEVEN GOOD THINGS REQUISITE BEFORE GOING 
TO LAW. 

Dear Tom, take advice, nor commit & faux pas; 
As you travel through life, never get into law ; 
The odds are against you a million to one, 
Tis a horse to a hen that you're quickly undone. 
Aud if there's no help, and to law you must go, 
Iudispensables seven, 'tis fit you should know. 
And first, you'll be wise to reflect well and pause 
And be sure, ere you stir, you have a good cause. 
Like your cause, your attorney should also be good — 
A sine qua non — it is well understood. 
Your jury, besides, must be good and not packed, 
And by a good counsel your case must be backed ; 
A good witness and staunch, too, you'll certainly need ; 
If in this point you fail, Tom, you cannot succeed. 
To make all secure, ere an inch more you budge, 
You'll be lost if you haven't a very good judge. 
These are six needful things, yet fast you'll be stuck, 
And still lose your cause, if you haven't good luck. 



LORD ADVOCATE.* 

He clenched his pamphlets in his fist, 

He quoted, and he hinted, 
Till in a declamation mist, 

His argument he tint it : 
He gapdd for't, he grasped for't, 

He found it was awa', man ; 
But what his common sense came short, 

He ekOd out, wi' law, man. 



4 



* Extempore in the Court of feemtoa. 
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THE VICTORY. 



Unhappy Chremes, neighbour to a peer, ; 

Kept half his sheep, and fatted half his deer ; j 

Each day his gates thrown down, his fences broke, } 

And injured still the more, the more he spoke. 

At length, resolved his potent foe to awe, 

And guard his right by statute and by law, 

A suit in chancery the wretch begun. 

Nine happy terms through bill and answer run, 

Obtained his cause, had costs, and was undone. 



MR. ERSKINE. 

Collected Harry stood a wee, 

Then opened out his arm, man ; 
His lordship sat wi' ruefu e'e, 

And eyed the gathering storm, man ; 
Like wind driven hail, it did assail, 

Or torrents owre a birn, man ; 
The Bench, sae wise, lift up their eyes, 

Half wauken'd wi' the din, man. 

Burks. 



THE FOUNDATION OF LAW. 

Jack says that of law common sense is the base, 
And, doubtless, in that he is right ; 

Though certain am I, that in many a case 
The foundation is quite out of sight. 



R. T. G. 



THE INJUSTICE OF THE LAW OF LIBEL. 

You may say certain spades are black, 

And you may call a spade a spade ; 
But if you name a quack a quack, 

By law of libel you are flayed. 
The ace of spades you deem an ace ; 

No legal terrors then you brave ; 
But 'tis with cards alone the case 

That you may call the knave a knave. 
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NO REASON IN LAW. 

Our statesmen all boast that in matter of treason 
The law of old England is founded on reason ; 
But they own that when libel comes under its paw, 
It is rarely, indeed, that there's reason in law. 



ON JUDGE GROSE CONDEMNING A MAN CONVICTED OF 
BIGAMY TO THE PAYMENT OF ONE SHILLING. 

Ye gentlefolks all, here's a secret worth knowing ; 
In Leicestershire, wives are the cheapest thing going. 
To back my assertion this truth as fulfilling, 
If you have a gross, why, you pay but a shilling. 



ATTIRED TO TIRE. 

Sir JosEPn Jekyll wrote the following impromptu on observing 
a certain serjeant well known for his prosiness bustling into court : 

Behold the serjeant full of fire, 

Long shall his hearers rue it ; 
His purple garments come from Tyre ; 

His arguments go to it. 



EQUALITY. 

When by a jury one is tried, 
Twelve of his equals are implied. 
Then Nimble might attempt in vain, 
This sacred privilege to obtain ; 
Since human nature ne'er on earth 
Gave to twelve equal scoundrels birth. 



INQUEST EXTRAORDINARY. 

Found dead, a rat, — no case could sure be 
Verdict : " Confined a week in Eldoiv's lutfast? 
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DEATH FBOM LACK OF WOBK. 

Died, Sir Charts WetheralTs laundress, honest Sue ; 
Verdict : " Ennui : so little work to do." 



/ 



ON AN ILL-READ LAWYER. 

An idle attorney asked a brother, 

For "something to read — some novel or other, 

That was really freeh and new. 
" Take Chitty I" replied his legal friend, 
** There isn't a hook that I could lend 

Would prove more novel to you ! " 



ON A QUARREL BETWEEN TWO BARRISTERS. 

For lawyers to call each other such names 
Ab "scoundrel" and " liar," forsooth, 

Only shows to the world, if they like to take pains, 
Now and then they can speak the plain truth. 



ON CRAVEN STREET. 

In Craven-street, Strand, ten attorneys find place, 
And ten dark coal-barges are moored at its base ; 
Fly, honesty, fly to some safer retreat ! 
There's craft in the river, and craft in the street. 



James Smith. 



A REPLY TO THE SAME. 

Why should honesty seek any safer retreat, 
From the lawyers, or barges, odd rot 'em ? 

For the lawyers are just at the top of the street, 
And the barges are just at the bottom. 



Sir George Rose. 
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INSCRIPTION FOR INNER-TEMPLE GATE. 



As by the Templars 1 hold you go, 
The Horse and Lamb displayed 

In emblematic figures show 
The merits of their trade. 

Their clients may infer from thence 
How just is their profession, — 

The Lamb sets forth their innocence, 
The Horse their expedition. 

O happy Britons ! happy isle ! 

Let foreign nations say, 
Where you get justice without guile, 

And law without delay. 



ANSWER TO THE ABOVE. 

Deluded men ! these holds forego, 
Nor trust such cunning elves ; 

These artful emblems tend to show 
Their clients, not themselves. 

'Tis all a trick — these all are shams, 
By which they mean to treat you ; 

But have a care, for you're the lambs, 
And they the wolves that eat you. 

Nor let the thought of no dtlay 
To these their courts misguide you, 

'Tis you're the showy horse, and they 
The jockeys that will ride you. 



BEAUTIES OF THE LAW. 

Copy not Nature's form too closely, 
Whene'er she treats your sitter grossly. 
As, for example, let us now suppose 
Thurlow's black scowl, and Pepper Arden's nose. 

From Lord Campbell's " Lives 
o? the Chancellors." 



LAW'S BREVITY. 

In a cause of three years, for three pinches of snuff, 
There's a brief of ten quires ; I hop* t\*&V*\m&V «vi<^. 
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THE DYING LAWYER. 



Old Quillit, his race upon earth almost run, 

Thus sagely advised his too diffident son : 

" Like a true limh of law, would you live at your ease, 

Ne'er hoggle on any side, lad, to take fees ; 

Keep clear of a noose, though you merit to swing, 

And be sure to sell justice for what it will bring I" 

" Sell justice?" retorted his wondering heir, 

" A thing of such value — so precious, so rare ; 

The cement of society, honour's best band — 

Sell justice?" " Ay, sell it, and that out of hand, 

You extravagant rascal ! If 'tis, as you say, 

A thing of such price, would you give it away ? " 



ON A BRIEFLESS BARRISTER, WHO RECOVERED FROM 
A DANGEROUS FIT OF SICKNESS. 

On his sick-bed as Simple lay — 

A novice in the laws, 
The hopeless youth was heard to say, 
" How crueHo be snatched away, 

And die without a cause." 

Jove pitying hears ; his gracious nod 

The youth from death reprieves. 
Yet, with submission to the god, 
His case is still extremely odd, — 

Without a cause he lives. 



ALSO AND LIKEWISE. 

A counsel once, of talents vain, 

A quaker rudely treated, 
Who often, in his story plain, 

The word, " also" repeated. 

"Also!" said Brief, with sneering wit, 
" Won't likewise do as well?" 

" No, friend; but, if thou wilt permit, 
Their difference I will tell. 

" Scarlett's a counsel learn'd, we know, 
Whose talents oft surprise ; 

Thou art a counsel, friend, also, 
But surely not like-wise" 
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THE UNSOLDIER-UKE OFFICER.* 

44 That soldier so rude, — he that swaggers in scarlet, 
Put him out of the court, I'll imprison the varlet," 
As in judgment he sat, knowing Robinson said. 
44 A soldier I'm not," quoth the hero in red ; 
" No soldier, my lord, but an officer I, — 
A captain, who carries his sword on his thigh." 
Stern Robinson then, with sarcastical sneer, 
Rolled his sharp eagle-eye on the vain volunteer, 
And u Tipstaff ! " he cried, as the captain grew bolder, 
44 Out, out with that officer, who is no soldier" 



SATIRICAL. 

ARTISTIC. 

PRE-RAPHAEUSM. 

If at a distance you would paint a pig, 
Make out each single bristle of his back ; 

Or if your meaner subject be a wig, 
Let not the caxon a distinctness lack ; 

Else all the lady critics will so stare, 
And angry vow, 44 'Tis not a bit like hair ! " 

Claude's distances are too confused — 

One floating scene — nothing made out — 
For which he ought to be abused, 

Whose works have been so cried about. 
Give me the pencil whose amazing style 

Makes birds appear at twenty mile ; 
And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws will bring, 

With every feather of each tail and wing. 



Peter Pindab. 



• The rooted aversion entertained by the late Judge Robinson to the 
teers of the country, in the year 1780, is well known. 



▼ 
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ON A PICTUBE OF A MARTYRDOM. 

'Tis an exquisite martyrdom, Daub, that yon paint i 
You mnrder the hangman as well as the saint I 



ON THE FADING OF. SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS'S COLOURS. 

The art of painting was at first designed 
To bring the dead, our ancestors, to mind ; 
But this great painter has reversed the plan, 
And made the picture die before the man. 



SATIRICAL, 

DRAMATIC. 

QUIN AND GARRICK. 

Quin was celebrated for his acting of the character of Richard III. 
Hearing that Goodman's-fields theatre was crowded every night to 
see Garrick in that character, he jealously exclaimed that Garrick 
was a new religion, — Whitfield was followed for a time, but that 
they would all come to church again. Mr., Garrick, who had a 
quick and happy talent in turning an epigram, gave this reply 
to Quin's bon mot: 

Pope Quin, who damns all churches but his own, 
Complains that heresy infects the town ; 
That Whitfield — Garrick has misled the age, 
And taints the sound religion of the stage. 
Schism, he cries, has turned the nation's brain, 
But eyes will open, and to church again ! 
Thou great infallible, forbear to roar, 
Thy bulls and errors are revered no more : 
When doctrines meet with general approbation, 
It is not heresy, but reformation. 
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PASQUINADE ON THE 0. P. CONTEST.* 

The first of critics — first of actors — 
First of semicolon factors — 
Out of patience with the age, 
Swears, alas ! he'll quit the stage ! 

Who shall now, of all his cronies, 
To their kind protection take, 

All his curious vari-a-tions — 
Made for variation's sake ? 

Who shall fix, with equal care, 
Points — in doublets or in speeches ? 

Who adjust, with such an air, 
Slashed soliloquies or breeches ? 



ON MR. SHERIDAN. 

This great orator's talents all see without winking, 

He has a talent for talk and a talent for drinking, 

A talent for wit, and a talent for sense, 

And a talent for spending his creditors' pence ; 

A talent to flatter, and one to deceive, 

A talent to cheat you, and laugh in his sleeve ; 

A talent men's vices and follies to lash, 

And a talent to wheedle them out of their cash : 

He has a talent besides for inventing a play, 

And all that he wants is the talent to pay. 



SATIRICAL. 

MUSICAL. 

ON A MAN NAMED TREBLE BEING APPREHENDED FOR 
PICKING POCKETS. 

Treble with London pickpockets, they say, 
Has long time held the tenor of his way. 
If this be true, and you can prove the case, 
This treble's tenor has been thorough bass. 

• Alluding to a rumoured design of Mr. Kembta to \&«.n« VJ&fc *\»s^. \ 
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ON A BAD SINGER. 

Swans sing before they die : 'twere no bad thing 
Should certain persons die before they sing. 

Coleridge. 



TO AN INDIFFERENT FIDDLER. 

Old Orpheus played so well, he moved Old Nick, 
Whilst thou mov'st nothing but thy fiddle-stick. 



ON A COMPANY OF BAD DANCERS. 

How ill the motion with the music suits ! 

So once played Orpheus, and so danced the brutes. 

George Jeffreys, Fellow of Trinity 
College, Cambridge, 1754. 



ON A MUSICIAN AND DANCING MASTER, WHO DECAMPED 

WITH CASH SUBSCRIBED FOR A MUSICAL 

PUBLICATION. 

His time was fleet, his touch was fleet ; 

Our gold he nimbly fingered, — 
Alike alert with hands and feet, 

His movements have not lingered. 

Where lies the wonder of the case ? 

A moment's thought detects it : 
His practice has been thorough-bass ; 

A chord will be his exit. 

Yet while we blame his hasty flight, 

Our censure may be rash : 
A traveller surely must be right 

To change his notes for cash. 
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SATIRICAL. 

TOPOGRAPHICAL. 

ON THE BANKS AND PAPEB CREDIT OF SCOTLAND. 

To tell why banks thus in Scotland obtain, 
Requires not the head of a Newton or Neper; 

Without calculation the matter's quite plain — 
Where there's plenty of rags, you'll have plenty of pa per. 



A TRUE SCOT. 

AN IMPROMPTU OK AN APPLE BEING THROWN AT MR. COOKE WHILST 
PLAYING SIR PERTINAX THE SYCOPHANT. 

Some envious Scot, you say, the apple threw, 
Because the character was drawn too true ; 
It can't be so, for all must know right we el 
That a true Scot had only thrown the peel. 



SCOTLAND. 

Had Cain been Scot, God would have changed his doom — 
Not forced him wander, but confined him home.* 



NO REDEEMING VIRTUE. 

" Pray does it ahrays rain in this foul place ? 

Enough to drive one mud, Heaven knows." 
"No, please your grace,* 1 [ 

Cries Boniface* ^ith some grimace, | 

14 Sometimes it snows." ■ 



^Yi shout these Hnea from the Hebd Scot uf John CMvcland, a book of 
F.pfgrvwns would be incomplete* Tie that is offender! at them must be irritable 
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INSCRIBED ON THE WINDOW OF A SCOTTISH INN. 

Scotland ! thy weather's like a modish wife ; 
Thy winds and rain for ever are at strife ; 
Like thee the termagants their blustering try, 
And when they can no longer scold, they cry. 

Aaron Hill. 



THE TWO FIDDLES. 

A Scotchman, delighted when Solomon played, 
Would tender his hand ; but, " No," Soloman said ;- 

" Though your flattery greatly allures, 
This mark of your kindness I needs must repel 
My fiddle you like, and that's all very well, — 

But I'm not over partial to yours." 



THE ABBEY CHURCH AT BATH. 

These walls well filled with monument and bust, 
Show how Bath waters serve to lay the dust. 



BATH AND BRISTOL. 

At a public dinner, in the Town Hall of Bath, to which several of 
the Bristol Corporation were invited, a dispute arose respecting the 
antiquity and comparative respectability of the rival cities. The 
argument for some time ran in favour of the Bristolians, but was at 
length turned against them by a good-humoured but satirical 
Alderman, who silenced the angry disputants by speaking the 
following impromptu : 

King Bladud, once, perceived his hogs 
A- wallowing in those steaming bogs, 
From whence arise salubrious springs, 
Twice honoured by the best of kings. 
He drove them hence in mighty wrath, 
And built the stately town of Bath : — 
The Hogs, thus banished by their Prince, 
Have lived in Bristol ever since. 
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DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. 

A Yorxshireman ! and ostler still ! 

Ere this yon might have been, 
Had you employed your native skill, 

Landlord, and kept the inn. 
41 Ah, Sir!" quoth John, •• here 'twill not do, 
For, dang it, meyster's Yorkshire too !" 



ALL WEATHERS. 

In England, if two are conversing together, 

The subject begins with the state of the weather ; 

And ever the same, both with young and with old, 

It's either too hot, or else it's too cold — 

It's either too wet, or else it's too dry — 

The glass is too low, or else it's too high. 

But, if all had their wishes once jumbled together, 

The devil himself could not live in such weather. 



CONTACT. 

By the waves a clay jar, in small danger, was tossed, 
"When its path by a well-meaning kettle was crossed : 

You may guess what a smash came to pass ; 
Thus in modern times, also, how many a blow 
Has been dealt to Japan, and to China, we know, 

From contact with Englishmen's brass. 

J. B. Dasekt, 1864. 



OH ! DE COLOGNE. 

In Coin, the town of monks and bones, 

And pavements fanged with murderous stones, 

And rags, and hags, and hideous wenches, 

I counted two-and-seventy stenches, 

All well-denned and separate stinks ! 

Ye nymphs that reign o'er sewers and sinks, 

The river Rhine, it is well known, 

Doth wash your city of Cologne ; 

But tell me, nymphs, what power divine 

Shall henceforth wash the river Rhine ? 
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SATIRICAL. 

UNGALLANT. 

TO A EICH YOUNG WIDOW. 

I will not ask if thou canst touch 

The tuneful ivory key ; 
Those silent notes of thine are such 

As quite suffice for me. 

I'll make no question if thy^kill 
The pencil comprehends ; * 

Enough for me, love, if thou still 
Canst draw thy dividends. 



ON THE CENSUS. (1861.) 

How can we hope to fill these pages, 
WTien women never know their ages ? 

W. H. D. 



EPIGEAM ON A VAIN BEAUTY. 

Is Molly Fowle immortal ? .No ! 
Yes ; but she is ! — I'll prove her so, — 
She's fifteen now, and was, I know, 
Fifteen full fifteen years ago ! 



Hev. Hans de Veil. 



THE CHANGED LOVER. 

FROM THE GEEEK. 

I loved thee, beautiful and kind, 

And plighted an eternal vow; 
So altered are thy face. and mind, 

'Twere perjury to love thee now. 

Earl Nugent. 
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A MISTAKE. 

I swore I loved, and you believed; 
Yet, trust me, we were both deceived, 

Though all I swore was true. 
I loved one generous, good, and kind — 
A form created in my mind, 

And thought that form was you. 



'• FORMA BONUM FRAGILE EST." 

'* What a frail thing is beauty! " says Baron Le Cras, 
Perceiving his mistress had one eye of glass : 

But scarcely had he said it, 
When she, more confused as more angry she grew, 
By a negligent rage proved the maxim too true : 

She dropped the eye, and broke it. 

Prior. 



ON AN IGNORANT WOMAN, WHO BOASTED OF HAYING 
PRETTY FEET. 

" No wonder Mary's feet are small," 

Jack one day smiling said, 
" If Nature stole a part from thence 

To form a thicker head." 

"In point of stealing, sure," cries Dick, 

41 That, Nature had no hand in ; 
And if she made her head so thick, 

'Twas not with understanding.' 1 



FROM THE GERMAN OF LESSING. 

A long way off — Lucinda strikes the men ; 

As she draws near, 

And one sees clear, 
A long way off one wishes he* fc£&.m. 
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WRITTEN ON A LOOKING-GLASS. 

I change, and bo do women, too; 
But I reflect — which women never do. 

To which a lady is said to have replied: — 

If women reflected, O scribbler, declare 

What man — faithless man — would be blessed by the fair ? 



FROM A CURIOUS MS. IN SION COLLEGE LIBRARY. 

A woman faire I dare not wedd, 

For feare I weare Action's head. 

A woman blaoke is Always proud, 

A woman little always loud. 

A woman that is tall of groth 

Is always subject unto sloth ; 

But faire or foule, little or tall, 

Some fault remaines amongst them all. 



WOMEN'S FAULTS. 

We men have many faults, but women have but two : 
There's nothing good they say, and nothing good they do. 



THE BANE AND THE ANTIDOTE. 

Chloe's formed by the Graces to please ; 

She's tempting, rich, lovely, and young : 
I die while reflecting on these, j 

But revive at the noise of her tongue. 

I 



w 



WHY WOMEN ARE BEARDLESS. 

How wisely Nature, ordering all below, 
Forbade a beard on woman's chin to grow ! 
For how could she be shaved, whate'er the skill, 
Whose tongue would never let her chin be still ? 
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ON AN OXFORD TOAST WITH FINE EYES AND A LOUD 
VOICE. 

Lucetta's charms our hearts surprise 

At once with love and wonder ; 
She bears Jove's lightnings in her eyes, 

And in her voice his thunder. 



ANOTHER SHAVE. 

Since no woman could live unless constantly heard, 

Nature, seeing the danger, would give her no beard, — 

So made her face smooth, — for how could she shave 

Who her tongue could not hold though her throat it would save ? 

Bury, March 10, 1777. H. B. 



A LONG TONGUE. 

Miss Molly, a famed toast, was fair and young, 
Had wealth and charms — but, then, she had a tongue : 
From morn to night th' eternal 'larum run, 
Which often lost those hearts her eyes had won. 



TER-CONTRA, OR THE MATRIMONIAL BALANCE. 



How strange, a deaf wife to prefer ! 
True, but she's also dumb, good Sir. 



Lessxno. 



ON A LADY'S SECRESY. 

" Site's secret as the grave," allow 
I do ; I cannot doubt it : 

But 'tis a grave with tombstone on, 
That tells you all about it. 
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THE FOETUNATE DEFECT. 

How like is this picture ; you'd think that it breathes ! 

What life ! what expression ! what spirit ! 
It wants but a tongue. " Alas ! " said the spouse, 

" That want is its principal merit." 



ON A WOMAN WHO SPOKE VERY WELL WITHOUT A 

TONGUE.* 

That without a tongue a woman could 
Chat and prattle, talk aloud, — 

As a fact I must receive it ; 
But that a woman with a tongue 
Could hold her peace, and hold it long, — 

Pshaw ! I can't believe it. 



OPTICAL DELUSIONS. 

Tom runs from his wife to get rid of his trouble ; 
He drinks, — and he drinks, — till he sees all things double ; 
But, when he has ceased the dire potions to mingle, 
Oh, what would he not give to see himself single ! 



ON BRINGING THINGS OUT OF THE GROUND. 

Thro' Pancras churchyard as two printers were walking, 
Of princes and politics earnestly talking, 
Says Robert to Richard, (by way of digression,) 
" 'Tis a very fine morning beyond all expression ; 
If this weather goes on," (added he, looking round,) 
" 'Twill bring ev'ry thing charmingly out of the ground." 
" Heaven forbid !" replied Richard, alertly, " for here 
I buried two wives without shedding a tear." 



• A fact attested by Wilcox, Bishop of Rochester, in a letter to the Uoyal 



/- a iaci auesiea dv 
Society, 3rd Sept., 1707. 



I 
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THE END OP LIFE. 

Tom thanked the priest who changed his state, 
For binding fast himself and Kate 

In union so divine ; 
•• Wedlock's the end of life," he cried : 
— " Too true, alas ; " said Jack, and sighed; 

" 'Twill be the end of mine 1 " 



▲ CONJUGAL CONUNDRUM. 

Which is of greater value, prithee, say, 

The bride or bridegroom ? — Must the truth be told ? 
Alas, it must ! The bride is given away ; 

The bridegroom's often regularly sold. 



ARITHMETIC. 

Says Giles, *« My wife and I are one ; 

Yet faith, I know not why, Sir ! " 
Quoth Jack, " You're ten, if I speak true ; 

She's one, and you're a cipher." 



THE IRISH PLACE-HUNTER. 

A place under government 
Was all that Paddy wanted ; 

He married soon a scolding wife, 
And thus his wish was granted. 



ADAM AND EVE. 

While Adam slept, from him his Ere arose : 
Strange ! his first sleep should be his tae&Ttttyui** . 
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MATRIMONY. 

Cries Sue to Will, 'midst matrimonial strife, 
•« Cursed be the hour I first became your wife ! " 
" By all the powers," said Will, " but that's too bad ! 
You've cursed the only civil hour we've had." 



THE ANNIVERSARY. 

Keeping Tom's wedding day, his friends 
Boozed till their brains were addled ; 

They drank his bridal day ! Tom sighed,- 
" That same day I was saddled" 



THE MERRY MOURNER. 

Cries Ned to his neighbours, as onward they pressed, 
Conveying his wife to the place of long rest, 
•* Take, friends, I beseech you, a little more leisure ; 
For why should we thus make a toil of a pleasure ! " 



ON SEEING A POMPOUS FUNERAL FOR A BAD HUSBAND. 

•* Why for your spouse this pompous fuss ? 
Was he not all his life your curse ? 
Did he not tease, and scold, and fight, 
And plague you morning, noon, and night ?" 
" True, but at length one single action 
Made up for each past malefaction." 
44 Indeed ! what was this action, pray?" 
" Why, Sir, it was — he died one day." 



ON A SON WHO WAS NOT ALLOWED TO MARRY UNTIL 
HE HAD ARRIVED AT YEARS OF DISCRETION. 

Poor Stephen is young, and lacks wisdom, 'tis said, 

And therefore still longer must tarry : 
If he waits, though, until he has sense in his head, 

I'll be sworn that he never will marry.. 

From the Italian. 
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REIGNING AND MARRYING. 

Quoth Dick to Tom, " This Act* appears 

Absurd, as I'm alive : 
To take the crown at eighteen years, 

The wife at twenty-five. 

•* The mystery how shall we explain ? 

For sure, as well 'twas said, 
Thus early if they're fit to reign. 

They must be fit to wed" 

Quoth Tom to Dick, " Thou art a fool, 

And little know'st of life ; 
Alas 1 'tis easier far to rule 

A kingdom than a wife." 



JOB'S LOSSES. 

Sly Beelzebub took all occasions 
To try Job's constancy and patience ; 
He took his honours, took his health, 
He took his children, took his wealth, 
His camels, horses, asses, cows, — 
Still the sly devil did not take his spouse. 

But Heav'n, that brings out good from evil, 
And likes to disappoint the devil, 
Had predetermined to restore 
Two-fold of all Job had before, — 
.His children, camels, asses, cows. 
Short-sighted devil, not to take his spouse 1 

St T. Coleridge, 



JOB'S TROUBLES. 

When the Devil engaged with Job's patience in battle, 
Tooth and nail strove to weary him out of his life ; 

He robbed him of children, slaves, houses, and cattle; 
But, mark me — he thought not of taking his wife. 

But Heaven at length Job's forbearance rewards ; 

At length double wealth, double honour arrives : 
Heaven doubles his children, slaves, houses, and herds — 

But we don't hear a word of a couple of wives 1 



* The Royal Marriage Act, passed ia 1772, gave rise toxuKnq }«*«-<£ 
which the above is one. 



tqprfeaMi 
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THE POWER OF MUSIC. 

IMITATED FBOM .THE SPANISH BY DB. THOMAS LISLE. 

When Orpheus went down to the regions below, 

Which men are forbidden to see ; 
He tuned up his lyre, as old histories show, 

To set his Eurydice free. 

All hell was amazed that a person so wise 

Should rashly endanger his life, 
And venture so far ; but how vast the surprise 

When they heard he was come for his wife t 

To find out a punishment due to his fault, 

Old Pluto long puzzled his brain ; 
But hell had not torments sufficient, he thought, 

So he gave him his wife back again. 

But pity succeeding, found place in his heart, 
And, pleased with his playing so well, 

He took her again, in reward of his art ; 
Such merit had music in hell. 



THE WAY TO HEAVEN. 

ADDBESSED TO MISS . 

Thbice happy the man who gets thee for a wife ! 

Thrice happy, indeed, since he's sure of salvation ! 
For if Heaven's to be gained, we are told that this life 

Must be spent in repentance and mortification. 

J. COBNELIUS O'CaLLAOHAN. 



THE FAIR SEX. 

When Eve brought woe to all mankind, 
Old Adam called her woe-m&n ; 

But when she wooed with love so kind, 
He then pronounced it woo-man. 

But now, so vain and full of pride — 
Their husbands' pockets brimming ; 

The ladies are so full of whims, 
That people call them women. 
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THE DAEK CHARMER. 

Whilst in the dark, on thy soft hand I hung, 
And heard the tempting syren in thy tongue, 
What flames, what darts, what anguish I endured ! 
But, when the candle entered, I was cured. 

From Mabtial. 



GONE FOR A SOLDIER. 

With heels quite light and lighter hearted, 
Tom tripped to church with Nelly Grimston ; 

Next week, Tom to the wars departed ! 
Why f Nitre he preferred to brimstone. 



THE SEXES. 



An ape, a lion, a fox, and an ass 
Resemble man's life, as it were in a glass. 
Apish they are until twenty-and-one ; 
Bold as a lion till forty is gone ; 
Gunning as foxes till threescore-and-ten ; 
They then become asses, and no more are men. 



A dove, a sparrow, a parrot, a hen, 
Resemble the life of a woman. 
Gentle as doves until fourteen is o'er ; 
Loving as sparrows till thirty or more ; 
Prating as parrots till threescore-and-ten ; — 
They then become hens, and are no more women. 



ON THE MARRIAGE OF DR. EGG. 

Dr. Lee, who at punning all punsters defied. 
When his friend Dr. Egg to the distaff was tied, 
By a dame who for years his addresses had spurned, 
While for Bachelor White she with ardency burned, 
'* The good lady," quoth he, " hath much suit undergone, 
And to take up with Egg, has for years been egged on : 
But 'tis my firm belief, if the truth may be spoke, 
She's too fond of the White to be pleased with the 
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WOMEN AND MARRIAGE. 

Lord Erskine, at women presuming to rail, 
Says, " Wives are tin canisters tied to our tail; " 
While fair Lady Ann, as the subject he carries on, 
Feels hurt at his lordship's degrading comparison. 
Yet wherefore degrading ? considered aright, 
A canister's useful, and polished, and bright ; 
And should dirt its original purity hide, 
That's the fault of the puppy to whom it is tied. 

Lewis, the Dramatist. 



ERSKINE'S REJOINDER. 

When smitten with love from the eyes of the fair, 
If marriage should not be your lot, 
A ball from a pistol will end your despair — 
It's safer than canister-shot. 



PHILLIS'S KISSES. 

Kisses my Phillis takes, but ne'er bestows ; 
Taking's all one with giving, Phillis knows. 

John Owen. 



A DISTICH AGAINST THE ROMISH RELIGION. 

" An fuerit Petrus Rom®, sub judice lis est ; 
Simonem Romae nemo fuisse negat." 
(Owen's Book of Epigrams, containing the above, got into the 
Index Expurgatorius.) 



TO A CORPULENT LADY PAST HER PRIME. 

You ask me, your servant, to give you in rhyme, 
Some apt definitions of space and of time. 
If your ladyship looked at your form and your face, 
You'd gain excellent notions of time and of space. 

(Col. Napier, Father of Generals C. and W. Napier.) 
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INCONSTANCY. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF THE MARQUIS DE PEZA. 

By thee on the sand of this shore, 

Our ciphers in union were traced ; 
But the fugitive billows rolled o'er, 

And the writing was quickly effaced. 
Yet this emblem of love, though so frail 

That the water soon swept it away, 
Not so soon, 0, thou false one ! did fail, 

As the passion 'twas meant to display. 

B. A. Davenport. 



ON A LADY WEARING THE MINIATURE OF AN UNWORTHY 
PERSON ROUND HER NECK. 

" What, hang from the neck of a lady ! " cries Bill, 
" Was ever such folly and impudence known ? 

As to hanging, indeed, he may hang where he will, 
But as to the neck, — let it be by his own." 



MODERN DRESS. 

When dressed for the evening, the girls now-a-days 
Scarce an atom of dress on them leave : 

Nor blame them ; for what is an evening dress 
But a dress that is suited for Eve ? 



FOLLY'S FASHION. 

Pray does the sex itself adorn 

By chance, or by design ; 
Dressing for Lapland in the morn, 

At evening for the Line ? 

Not so the flowers — when Phoebus warms, 

They court the orient ray ; 
But never give their opening charms 

To the declining day. 
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ON A LADY, WHO WAS PAINTED. 

FBOM THE LATIN. 

It sounds like paradox— and yet 'tis true, 
You're like your picture, though it's not like you. 



A KIND WIFE. 

To hear old Martha wheeze and cough, 

To see her spit and drivel, 
A child would say she's going off 

Tantivy to the devil. 

Be not too sanguine, honest John ! 

Your wife's a precious treasure : 
She knows you long to see her gone, 

And shams — to give you pleasure. 



IN HEAVEN THEY NEITHER MARRY, NOR ARE GIVEN 

IN MARRIAGE. 

In Heaven, they love, but do not marry ; 

On earth, we wed ; — our dreams of love miscarry. 



MARRIAGE. 

Ask you, Nannette, why they report of Heaven, 
None marry there, or are in marriage given ? 
To coy Nannette shall I the truth declare? 
Nor maid, nor bachelor, is admitted there. 



OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING. 

That married souls in Heaven are blessed, 
And none besides, these words declare. 

Cries Will, "'Tis scarcely to be guessed 
What mighty merit sends them there." 

Instant the wedded crowd replied — 
"We purchase Heaven, and buy it dear ; 

For, sure, it cannot be denied, 
We live in purgatory here." 
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CONNUBIAL DISAPPOINTMENT. 

I took you, deceiver, " for better for worse," 
Submitting to wedlock's hard fetter : 
While your worse part has daily grown still more perverse, 
I have not discovered your better. 



THE FIRST TEMPTEB. 

BY A LADY. AN IMPROMPTU. 

'Tis said that we caused man to grieve ; 

The jest is somewhat stale : 
The Devil it was who tempted Eve ; 

And is not he a male ? 



LINES WBITTEN ON A PANE OF GLASS AT AN INN. 

Dust is lighter than a feather, 

The wind much lighter is than either ; 

But, alas f frail womankind 

Is even lighter than the wind. 

Friend, you mistake the matter quite 1 
How can you say that woman's light ? 
Poor Comus swears throughout his life, 
His heaviest plague has been a wife. 

Another Version. 

Pray what is lighter than a feather ? 
The dust, my Mend, in windy weather. 
And what is lighter than dust, I pray? 
The wind that blows the dust away. 
Now, what is lighter than the wind ? 
The lightness of a woman's mind. 
Well, what is lighter than this last ? 
Ah ! now my friend you have me fast. 



ADDRESSED TO A LADY OF UNCERTAIN AGE. 

You say you're old, in hopes we'll say you're young ; 

But 'tis your face we credit, not your tongue. K 



17* 



THE HARD-HEARTED FAIR. 

Baxz presents wrought of gold I brought, but yon 
Spurned them, and scorn upon my offerings threw. 
Xor spicy scents, nor jewels yon affect ; 
What shall I do, if Terse, too, yon reject? 
Ill fetch the loadstone from its Afiac home, 
For in its wake yonr heart of steel will come. 

Tkasslaxed feom Stzphaxus Fobcaxulub. 



ON BEING ADVISED TO MAEBY. 

That yon are prudent, good, and wise, 
I own, and thank yon from my heart ; 

And much approve what yon advise, 
But let me think, before I start. 

For folks well able to discern, 

Who know what 'tis to take a wife, 

Say, 'tis a case of snch concern, 
A man should think on't — all his life. 



A CAUTION. 

He who marries once may be 

Pardoned his infirmity ; 

He who marries twice is mad ; 

But if you should find a fool 
Marrying thrice, don't spare the lad ; 

Flog him, flog him back to school. 

Gotz. 



LIKE CAUSES DO NOT ALWAYS PBODUCE LIKE EFFECTS. 

That opposite effects may flow 

From the same cause, 'tis clear 's no hum ; 

For money makes the mare to go, 

But also makes the men to come. 
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SATIRICAL. 

PERSONAL. 

KEEN SIGHT. 

Jack his own merit sees, which gives him pride, 
For he sees more than all the world beside. 



THE HYPOCRITE. 

Joe hates a hypocrite, which plainly shows 
Self-love is not a fault of Joe's. 



EPIGRAM FROM THE FRENCH. 

Damon loves but himself; — no great harm, to my mind ; 
No choice could be better, for no rival he'll find. 

From Francis Grose, "Olio op Oddities." 



ON SELF-CONCEIT. 

Hail ! charming power of self -opinion 1 
For none are slaves in thy dominion ; 
Secure in thee, the mind's at ease ; 
The vain have only one to please. 



EPIGRAM BY LA MONNOYE. 

It has been ingeniously said that " Life is an epigram, of which 
death is the point." Alas! for human nature; good points are 
rare ; and no wonder, according to this wicked but witty epigram : 

The world, of fools has such a store, 
That he who would not see an ass, 

Must bide at home, and bolt his door, 
And even break his looking-glass. 

S. W. S. 
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ON ONE IGNORANT AND ARROGANT. 

Thou may'st of doable ignorance boast, 
Who know'st not that thou nothing know'st. 

Cowpeb. 



THE POWER OF RIDICULE. 

Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 
And touched and shamed by ridicule alone. 



ON MICHAELMAS DAY. 

Five thousand geese this day are doomed to die,- 
What dreadful havoc 'mongst society ! 



EMPTINESS. 

Dracus' head is highly by him borne, 

And so, by straws, are empty heads of corn. 



FORGETFULNESS. 

When Joe was poor, the lad was frank and free ; 
Of late he's grown o'er full of pride and pelf. 
You wonder that he don't remember me ; 
Why so ? — You see he has forgot himself. 



WANT OF SELF-KNOWLEDGE. 

Said Wetherall, the other night, 
Of Thompson, " He's the silliest elf 
I ever knew." Sir Charles was right, 
For no one ever knows himself. 
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FROM PARRHASIUS. 

Kind Asper will do anything yon choose 
But lend his ass, and that yon must excuse. 
His time and toil he freely will expend 
On your behalf; his ass he'll never lend. 
He'd fetch and carry at your call or beck, 
But would not lend his ass to save your neck. 
None in self-knowledge Asper can surpass, 
Who justly rates himself below an ass. 



THE SPONGING SLANDERER. 

You never dine at home at all, but sponge upon your friends ; 
And when you speak, the poisoned stream of slander never ends. 
So we may say that day by day, on this or that pretence, 
Your mouth you never open but at other men's expense. 

Lobd Neavbs. 



SAMSON'S WEAPON. 

Jack, " Eating rotten cheese,*' did say, 
44 Like Samson, I my thousands slay ; " 
44 I vow," quoth Roger, " so you do, 
And with the self-same weapon too." 



FASHION AND VIRTUE. 

•• What's fashionable, I'll maintain, 
Is always right," cries sprightly Jane ; 
44 Ah, would to heaven," cries graver Sue, 
44 What's right were fashionable too." 



THE ROSE AND THE LILY. 

ADDRESSED TO LORD W., AND HIS LADY. 

Whence comes it that in Clara's face 
The lily only has a place ? 
Whence comes it ! — why, because the ro6e 
Is gone to paint her husband's nose. 
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THE THREE AGES. 

Tom is a purse-proud and impudent blockhead, 
In his person the poet's three ages I trace : 

For the gold and the silver unite in his pocket, 
And the brazen is easily seen in his face. 

COBNBLTUS O'CaLLAGHAN, EgQ. 



THE FALL OF ADAM. 

From Adam's fall behold what sad disasters ; 
Both us and ours it sells to various masters : 
Our souls to priests, our bodies to the doctors, 
Our lands and goods to pleaders and to proctors. 

John Owen. 



GOOD ADVICE AGAINST PRIDE. 

Because you nourish in worldly affairs, 
Do not be haughty and put on airs, 
With insolent pride of station ; 
Don't be proud and turn up your nose 
At poorer people in plainer clothes ; 
But learn for the sake of mind's repose, 
That wealth's a bubble which comes and goes, 
And that all proud flesh, wherever it grows, 
# Is subject to irritation. 



TO ZOILUS. 

Thou speakest always ill of me, 

I speak always well of thee ; 

But spite of all our noise and pother, 

The world believes nor one nor t'other. 

Buchanan. 



ON A BALD MAN. 

If by your hairs your sins should numbered be, 
Angels in heaven were not more pure than thee. 

Ninian Paterson. 
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HOW TO MAKE A MAN OF CONSEQUENCE. 

A brow austere, a circumspective eye, 
A frequent shrug of the os humeri^ 
A nod significant, a stately gait, 
A blustering manner, and a tone of weight, 
A smile sarcastic, an expressive stare, — 
Adopt all these, as time and place will bear ; 
Then rest assured that those of little sense 
Will deem you, sure, a man of consequence. 



ON A PIGMY'S DEATH. 

Bestride an ant, a pigmy great and tall, 
Was thrown, alas ! and got a dreadful fall ; 
Under th' unruly beast's proud feet he lies, 
All torn ; but yet with generous ardour cries, 
44 Behold, base envious world, now, now laugh on, 
44 For thus I fall, and thus fell Phaeton." 

Bishop Sprat. 



AGREEMENT IN OPINION. • 

" You're a fool," muttered Harry: — Says Thomas, " That's true ; 
So must every one be that expects sense from you." 



TO MB. , ON RECEIVING A BLANK LETTER FROM 

HIM ON THE FIRST OF APRIL. 

I pardon, sir, the trick you played me, 
When an April fool you made me ; 
Since one day only I appear, 
What you, alas I do all the year. 



SILENCE. 



He who talks much, so says the ancient rule, 
Must often babble like an empty fool. 
" I speak but little," shallow Buffo cries; ' 
In that, no doubt, the world will call him wise. 
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A LECTUEE ON HEADS. 

44 To this night's masquerade (quoth Dick) 

By pleasure I am beckoned, 
And think 'twould be a jolly trick, 

To go as Charles the Second." 

Tom felt for repartee a thirst, 

And thus to Richard said : 
* 4 You'd better go as Charles the First, 

For that requires no head" 



BY A LADY, - 

ON HEARING A GENTLEMAN SAY HE WOULD NEVER DANCE WITH A 
PLAIN WOMAN. 

Young Damon vows, nay, hear him swear, 

He'll dance with none but who are fair : 

Suppose we girls a law dispense, 

To dance with none but men of sense? 

44 Suppose you should — pray, ma'am, what then ? " 

44 Why, Sir, you'd never dance again." 



ON ONE WHO THOUGHT HE HAD INVENTED A METHOD 

OF FLYING TO THE MOON. 

And will Volatio quit this world so soon? 
And fly to his own native seat, the moon? 
'Twill serve, however, in some little stead, 
That he sets out with such an empty head. 

Doddridge. 



A NATUBAL CONCLUSION. 

Maro, you'll give me nothing while you live, 
But, after death, you cry, then, then you'll give ; 
If thou art not, indeed, turned arrant ass, 
Thou know'st what I desire to come to pass. 



NEXT OF KIN. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF LESSING. 

Grudge leaves the poor his whole possessions nearly : 
He means his next of kin shall weep sincerely. 



THE WILD GABLAND. 185 



SANE (SAWNEY) NOLLEM HINC EXITUM. 

Sawney bo fat in prison grows, 
On wheaten bread and water ; 

That, dreading oatmeal, he avows 
His guilt in a manslaughter. 



A SUCCESSOR TO CERBERUS. 

Cabolan, the Irish bard, being refused entrance to a nobleman's 
house by a porter, whose name was O'Flinn, wrote with chalk on 
the door: 

" What a pity hell's gates are not kept by O'Flinn ! 
44 Such a surly old dog would let nobody in." 



THE LAST DEBT. 

His last great debt is paid. Poor Tom's no more ! 
Last debt ! Tom never paid a debt before. 



ON A NOTED LIAR. 

Thou wouldst lie with the devil, 
With the devil thou shalt lie. 



GOOD NEWS. 

I said to my coal-merchant t'other day, — 

" Good morrow, sir ; and how are coals, I pray ? " 

" Ah, sir," said he, "I pity all poor souls, 

This dreadful frosty time, for coaU are coals" 

" That's good," cried I ; " the news my heart elates, 

For half of those you sent me last were slates." 



LOVE OF HOME. 

Fob a hatred of home Peter needs no reproof, 
He's always at home, save beneath his own roof. 
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MIXING IN GOOD SOCIETY. 

Fitzmall, who drinks with knights and lords, 

To gain a share of notoriety, 
Will tell you, in important words, 

He mixes in the best society. 



THE CASE REVERSED. 

Of great connections with great men, 
Ned keeps np a perpetual pother ; 

My lord knows what, knows who, knows when ; 
My lord says this, thinks that, does t'other. 

My lord had formerly his fool, 

We know it, for 'tis on record ; 
But now, by Ned's inverted rule, 

The fool, it seems, must have his lord ! 



A TRIFLING CORRECTION. 

Says Tom, who held great contracts of the nation, 
" I've made ten thousand pounds by speculation." 
Cries Charles, " By speculation ! you deceive me ; 
Strike out the s, indeed, and I'll believe thee." 



SATIRICAL. 

MISERLY. 

THE MISER'S FEAST. 



His chimney smokes ! it is some omen dire ! 
His neighbours are alarmed, and cry out " Fire ! " 
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ROCHESTER'S GRACE AT A MISER'S FEAST. 

Thanes for this miracle ! It is no less 
Than manna dropping in the wilderness. 
Chimneys have smoked that never smoked before, 
And we have dined where we shall dine no more. 



TRUE BENEVOLENCE. 

The other day, said Ned to Joe, 
Near Bedlam's confines groping, 

" Whene'er I hear the cries of woe, 
My hand is always open." 

44 1 own," says Joe, 44 that to the poor 
(You prove it ev'ry minute) 

Your hand is open, to be sure, 
But then there's nothing in it." 



CRESCIT AMOR NUMMI, QUANTUM IPSA PECUNIA 
CRESCIT. 

Ten thousand pounds Avarus had before ; 
His father died, and left him twenty more. 
Till then, a roll and egg he could allow ; 
But, eggs grown dear, a roll must dine him now. 



SHOW. 



A house without cheer, 
A park without deer, 
A cellar without beer, 

lives here. 

Imitated fbom Martial. 



THE MISER. 

They call thee rich; I deem thee poor ; 
Since if thou dar'st not use thy store, 
But sav'st it only for thine heirs, 
The treasure is not thine, but theirs. 

Greek Anthology. — Goramst. \ 
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SATIRICAL. 
MISCELLANEOUS. 

THE USE OF BICHES. 

FBOM THE GREEK. 

Abundance is a blessing to the wise : 

The use of riches in discretion lies : 

Learn this, ye men of wealth ! A heavy purse 

In a fool's pocket is a heavy curse. 



PHRENOLOGY. 

To seek out heads of every shape, 
Bacon and Shakspeare, ass and ape, 

Phrenologists take pains ; 
And in this search they're surely right, 
For ne'er was system brought to light 

That showed such want of brains. 



ON TWO GENTLEMEN, WHO DECLINED A DUEL, 

ONE ON THE PLEA OF HIS WIFE'S ILLNESS; THE OTHER ON ACCOUNT 
OF THE ILLNESS OF HIS DAUGHTER. 

These men, with a horror of slaughter, 

Improve on the Scripture command, 
And honour a wife and a daughter, 

That their days may be long in the land. 



A MEBBY FELLOW. 

" I laugh," a would-be sapient cried, 
" At every one who laughs at me." 

** Good lack !" a saucy friend replied, 
" How very merry you must be 1 " 
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ON A COXCOMB. 

To determine the cut of a coat 

He is known to excel — after that 
He never indulges a thought, 

Save how he shall tie his cravat. 
There's nothing beyond to expect 

From such a fair-form-loving elf, 
Who causes his glass to reflect, 

Though void of reflection himself. 



THE "FAST" MAN'S ROUTINE. 

I laugh, joke, quarrel, fiddle, dance, game, drink, 
Do all that mortal man can do — but think. 



LADIES' DRESSES. 

What is the reason, can you guess, 
Why men are poor, and women thinner ? 

So much they do for dinner dress, 
There's nothing left to dress for dinner. 



HYPOCRISY. 

The tongue was once a servant to the heart, 
And what it gave it freely did impart ; 
But now hypocrisy is grown so strong, 
She makes the heart a servant to the tongue. 



BODY AND SOUL. 

FROM THE LATIN OP OWEN. 

The sacred writers, to express the whole, 
Name but a part, and call the man a soul ; 
We frame our speech upon a different plan, 
And say somebody when we mean a man. 
Nobody heeds what everybody says, 
And yet how sad the secret it beftrejiX 



\ 
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THE GOLDEN AGE. 

Why golden? when that age alone, we're told, 
Was blest with happy ignorance of gold? 
More justly we our venal times might call, 
The golden age, for gold is all in all. 



ON ENCLOSING A COMMON. 

A Lord that purposed, for his more avail, 
To compass in a common with a rail, 
Was reckoning with his friends about the cost 
And charge of every rail, and every post ; 
But one that wished his greedy humour crossed 
Said, " Sir, provide you posts, and, without failing, 
Your neighbours round about will find you railing." 
Sib John Harrington. 



PARADISE. 

He knew the seat of Paradise, 
Could tell in what degree it lies ; 
And, as he was disposed, could prove it 
Below the moon, or else above it. 

Butler. 



CARVING AND GILDING. 

" You see," said our host, as we entered his doors, 
" I have furnished my house a la Louis Quatorze." 
" Then I wish," said a guest, " when you ask us to eat 
You would furnish your board a la Louis Dix-huit. 
The eye cannot feast when the stomach is starving ; 
Pray, less of your gilding, and more of your carving." 



TO A LADY WHO WAS IN THE HABIT OF KEEPING 
BANK NOTES IN HER BIBLE. 

Your Bible, Madame, teems with wealth, 

Within the leaves it floats ; 
Delightful is the sacred text, 

But heavenly are the notes. 
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MOBAL ABITHMETIC. 

Flam, to my face, is oft too kind, 

He over-rates both worth and talents : 

But then he never fails, I find, 
When we're apart — to strike the balance. 



UPON A YOUNG GENTLEMAN BEFUSING TO WALK 

WITH THE AUTHOB IN THE PABK, BECAUSE 

HE WAS NOT DBESSED WELL. 

Feiend Col. and I, both full of whim, 

To shun each other oft agree ; 
For I'm not beau enough for him, 

And he's too much a beau for me. 

Then let us from each other fly, 
And arm in arm no more appear ; 

That I may ne'er offend his eye, 
That he may ne'er offend my ear. 



ASTBOLOGEBS. 

The astrologers did all alike presage 
My uncle's dying in extreme old age : 
One only disagreed : but he was wise 
And spoke not till he heard the funeral cries. 

Lucilltus. 

Rev. Sam. Bishop. 



THE BBEWEB'S COACHMAN. 

41 Drink water !" quoth William, " had all men done so, 
You never had wanted a coachman, I trow ; 
For 'tis soakers, like me, whom you load with reproaches, 
That enable you brewers to ride in your coaches /" 

W. Tkxlb&. 
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ON TRADES' UNIONS. 

What is a Unionist ? One who has yearnings 
For an equal division of unequal earnings ; 
Idler or bungler, or both, he is willing 
To fork out his penny and pocket your shilling. 



THE GAMING-HOUSE. 

To this dark cave three gates pertain — 
Hope, infamy, and death, we know : 
'Tis by the first you entrance gain, — 
By the last two alone you go. 



TRUTH IN WINE. 

A brute thou art at best ; but mad with wine, 
The rage of tigers is less fierce than thine ; 
Wine but displays the baseness of thy heart ; 
Not makes thee bad — but shows thee as thou art. 



FROM THE FRENCH. 

Reader ! no longer fear the rage of fate, 

On me it wasted all its shafts of hate ; 
Through one long round of woes my life it drew ; 

And my last sigh was the first bliss I knew. 

R. A. D. 



THE WORLD. 

'Tis a very good world that we live in, 

To lend, or to spend, or to give in ; 

But to beg or to borrow, or get a man's own, 

'Tis the very worst world, sir, that ever was known. 
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Epigrams. 



Every man is the architect of his own fortune. 

APPIUS. 



The love of praise, howe'er concealed by art, 
Reigns, more or less, and glows in every heart ; 
The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure; 
The modest shun it, but 30 make it sure. 

Young. 



Long, open panegyric drags, at best, 
And praise is only praise when well addressed. 

Gay. 



PANEGYRICAL. 

PEBSONAL. 

ON MENANDEK. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

The very bees, sweet Menander, hung, 
To taste the Muse's spring, upon thy tongue : 
The very Graces made the scenes you writ 
Their happy point of fine expression hit : 
Thus still you live ; you make your Athens shine, 
And raise her glory to the skies in thine. 



HERODOTUS. 

The muses to Herodotus, one day, 

Came, nine of them, and dined; 
And in return, their host to pay, v 

They left a book behind. \ 
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ON PLUTARCH'S STATUE. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

Wise, honest Plutarch ! to thy deathless praise, 

The sons of Borne this grateful statue raise ; 

For why ? both Greece and Borne thy fame have shared, 

Their heroes written, and their lives compared. 

But thou thyself couldst never write thine own ; 

Their lives had parallels — but thine had none. 

Dbyden. 



ON HOMER. 

From Oolophon some deem thee sprung; 

From Smyrna some, and some from Chios ; 
These noble Salamis have sung, 

While those proclaim thee born in Ios ; 
And others cry up Thessaly, 

The mother of the LapithsB. 
Thus each to Homer has assigned 

The birthplace which best suits his mind ; 
But if I read the volume right, 

By Phoebus to his followers given, 
I'd say, they are mistaken quite, 

And that his real country's Heaven ; 
While for his mother, she can be 

No other than Calliope. 

Antipater of Sidon. Merivale. 



THE SAME IN LATIN, BY SANNAZARO, THE ITALIAN 

POET. 
Smyrna, Rhodos, Colophon, Salamis, Chios, Argos, Athens, 
Cedite, jam coelum, patria Maeonidae est ! 



/ 



THE MAID OF ORLEANS. FROM THE FRENCH OF 
MALHERBE. 

Fair Amazon ! the cruel foe 

Who to the flames consigned 
Thy form, his scorn of laws displayed, 

And base perfidious mind ! 

But just was Fate, by such a death 

Who raised thee to the sky; 
For she who like Alcides lived, 

Should like Alcides die. 
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ON MILTIADES. 

Miltiades ! thy valour best, 

(Although in every region known,) 

The men of Persia can attest ; 
Taught by thyself at Marathon. 



THE MAID OF SARAGOSSA. 
The Spanish maid, aroused, 
Hangs on the willow her unstrung guitar, 
And all unsexed, the anlace hath espoused, 
Sung the loud song, and dared the deed of war ! 
And she, whom once the semblance of a scar 
Appalled, an owlet's 'larum chilled with dread, 
Now views the column- scattering bay'net jar, 
The falchion flash ; and o'er the yet warm dead 
Stalks, with Minerva's step, where Mars might quake to tread. 

Byron. 



ON ALFRED THE GREAT. 
Replete with soul, the monarch stood alone, 
And built on freedom's basis England's throne ; 
A legislator, patriot, warrior, sage, 
He died, the light of a benighted age. 

Dibdin. 



ON CROMWELL AND DE WITT. 
De Witt and Cromwell had each a brave soul ; 
I freely confess it, I am for old Noll. 
Though his government did a tyrant's resemble, — 
He made England great and her enemies tremble. 



ON CHARLES II.* 
His conversation, wit, and parts, 
His knowledge in the noblest useful arts, 
Were such, dead authors could not give, 
But habitudes of those that live, 
Who, lighting him, did greater lights receive ; 
He drained from all, and all they knew ; 
His apprehension quick, his judgment true : 
That the most learned, with shame confess, 
His knowledge more, his reading only less. 

Dbyden. 

* This praise may be transferred to Dr^deuYnxcA&t. \ 
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SIB FRANCIS DRAKE.* 
Nature ! to Old England still 

Continue these mistakes ; 
Give us for all our Kings, such Queens, 

And for our Dux, such Drakes. 



UNDER THE STATUE OF EDWARD VI., IN ST. THOMAS'S 
HOSPITAL. 

On Edward's brow no laurels cast a shade,' 
Nor at his feet are warlike spoils displayed : 
Tet here, since first his bounty raised the pile, 
The lame grow active, and the languid smile. 
See this, ye chiefs, and, struck with envy, pine ; 
To kill is brutal, but to save, divine ! 



ON THE EARL OF CHATHAM. 

Shall Chatham die and be forgot ? no ! — 
Warm from its source let grateful sorrow flow ; 
His matchless ardour fired each fear-struck mind, 
His genius soared when Britons drooped and pined. 

Garrick. 



ON THE LATE WILLIAM WILBERFORCE, ESQ., M.P. 

Thy country, Wilberforce, with just disdain, 

Hears thee by cruel men and impious called 

Fanatic, for thy zeal to loose the enthralled 

From exile, public sale, and slavery's chain. 

Friend of the poor, the wronged, the fetter-galled, 

Fear not lest, labour such as thine be vain. 

Thou hast achieved a part ; hast gained the ear 

Of Britain's senate to thy glorious cause : 

Hope smiles, joy springs, and though cold caution pause 

And weave delay, the better hour is near 

That shall remunerate thy toils severe 

By peace for Afric, fenced with British laws. 

Enjoy what thou hast won, esteem and love 

From all the just on earth, and all the blest above. 

Cowper. 



• Written in consequence of Queen Elizabeth having dined on board Sir Francis 
Drake's ship on his return from circumnavigating the globe. 
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ON AKCHBISHOP SECKER. 

While Seeker lived, he showed how seers should live ; 

While Seeker taught, Heaven opened to our eye ; 
Where Seeker gave, we knew how angels gave ; 

When Seeker died, we knew e'en saints must die. 



ON HEADLEY, BISHOP OF BANGOR. 

Virtue with so much ease on Bangor sits, — 
All faults he pardons, though he none commits. 

Steele. 



ON THE DUCHESS OF ST. ALBANS.* 

The line of Vere, so long renowned in arms, 
Concludes with lustre in St. Albans' charms : 
Her conquering eyes have made their race complete ; 
They rose in valour, and in beauty set. 



TO THE CELEBRATED DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH. 

By various means th' immortal Homer seeks 
To raise the fame of his heroic Greeks ; 
For one, from coast to coast confus'dly hurled, 
To give him room, the bard invents a world ; 
Whilst one for ever in the trenches lies, 
And, where he gained so many battles, dies : 
In thee the double character unites, 
Ulysses wanders, and Achilles fights. 



ON GEORGE HI.'S RESTORATION TO HEALTH BY 
A VISIT TO WEYMOUTH. 

! Sovereign of an isle renowned for undisputed sway, 
Where'er o'er yonder gulf profound her navies wing their way, 
On juster claims she builds at length her empire of the sea, 
And rightly deems those waves her strength, which strength 
restored to thee. Cowfeb. 



• One of the Hampton Court beauties, daughter of Aubrey de Vere, twentieth 
Earl of Oxford. 
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IN BEHALF OF MB. SOUTHEBNE. 

TO THE DUKE OP ARGYLL. 

Argyll, his praise when Sontherne wrote, 
First struck out this and then that thought ; 
Said, this was flattery, that a fault. 

How shall the bard contrive ? 
My Lord, consider what you do ; 
He'll lose his pains, and verses too ; 
For if those praises fit not you, 

They'll serve no man alive. 



ON THE UNION OF ENGLAND AND SCOTLAND. 

When was there contract better drawn by fate, 
Or celebrated with more truth of state ? 
The* world the temple was, the priest a king ; 
The spoused pair two realms, the sea the ring. 

Ben Jonson. 



GARIBALDI. 
When Garibaldi ceased his high command, 
And sheathed his sword — that sword a bright 

and keen one — 
Nought in his pocket put he but his hand : 
A mighty hand — and, nobler still, a clean one. 



PANEGYRICAL. 

HISTOEICAL. 

NEPTUNE. 

Three different Powers, to rule the main, 
Assumed old " Neptune's " name ; 

The one from Gallia — one from Spain, 
And one from England came. 

The British Neptune, as of yore, 

Proved master of the day ; 
The Spanish Neptune is no more ; 

The French one ran away. 
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QUEEN ANNE. 

No reign than Anne's in war more justly crowned ; 
No reign for learning justly more renowned. 
Elizabeth a Shakespeare owned ; 

Charles could a Milton boast ; 
But Anne saw Newton high enthroned, 

Amid the heavenly host. 



ELIZABETH AND MARY. 

Thus when Elizabeth desired, 

That Mehille should acknowledge fairly, 
Whether herself he most admired, 

Or his own sovereign, Lady Mary, 
The clever Knight his answer thus expressed : 
" In her own country each is handsomest." 



ON THE ABBIVAL OF THE PBINCESS ALEXANDBA. 

Had all the Danes of ancient days 

Been such a Dane as this is, 
No English hand had raised a brand ! 
But thought surrendering up the land 

The most supreme of blisses. 



PANEGYRICAL. 

LITEEABY. 

ON POPE'S TBANSLATION OF HOMEB. 

As oft, in vain, as he essayed to tell, 

In foreign tongues, how Troy and Priam fell ; 

Old Homer has at last attained to speak 

In smoother accents than his native Greek ; 

Blind heretofore, the bard receives new sight, 

And ev'n in age becomes the fair's delight : 

How much to Pope is due from us and him, 

Since Homer nods no more, nor do his readers dreasaA \ 
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TO MB. POPE ON "HIS DUNCIAD." 

The raven, rook, and pert jack-daw, 

Though neither bird's of moral kind, 
Yet serve, if hanged, or stuffed with straw, 

To show us which way blows the wind. 
Thus dirty knaves, or chattering fools, 

Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 
Teach more J)y half than Dennis' rules, 

And point instruction every way. 
With Egypt's art thy pen may strive ; 

One potent drop let this but shed, 
And every rogue or fool alive, 

Becomes a precious mummy dead. 



TO MB. POPE. 

While malice, Pope, denies thy page 

Its own celestial fire ; 
While critics, and while bards, in rage, 

Admiring, won't admire ; 
While wayward pens thy worth assail, 

And envious tongues decry ; 
These times though many a friend bewail, 

These times bewail not I. 
But when the world's loud praise is thine, 

And spleen no more shall blame ; 
When with thy Homer thou shalt shine 

In one established fame ; 
When none shall rail, but every lay 

Devote a wreath to thee ; 
The day — for come it will — that day 

Shall I lament to see. 



L 



POPE AND CHESTERFIELD. 

In a company at Lord Cobham's, that agreed, after dinner one 
day, to write extemporary verses, Mr. Pope, being pressed by 
Lord Chesterfield to compose in his turn, borrowed his Lordship's 
diamond pencil, and engraved on a glass this couplet : 

Accept a miracle, instead of wit : 

See two dull lines by Stanhope's pencil writ. 

Goldsmith says — " I am at a loss to determine whether the 
couplet does more honour to the poet who wrote it, or to the 
noblem&n for whom the compliment is designed." 
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ON COWLEY. 

To him no author was unknown, 

Yet what he wrote was all his own : 

Horace's wit, and Virgil's state, 

He did not steal, hut emulate ! 

And when he would like them appear, 

Their garb, but not their clothes, did wear. 

Denham. 



WRITTEN IN A VERY SMALL EDITION OF GRAY'S 
POEMS. 

All to the lofty Ode which Genius gives, 

Within these few and narrow pages lives ; 

The Theban's strength, and more than Theban's grace — 

A lyric universe in fairy space ! 



ON DEAN SWIFT'S WRITINGS. 

Athens called Sophocles her bee, to show 
His strains did with a honeyed sweetness flow ; 
Name Swift the bee, and let the title tell, 
His strains in honey as in stings excel. 



ON SIR ISAAC NEWTON. 

Nature and Nature's laws lay hid in night : 
God said, " Let Newton be !" and all was light. 

Pope. 



ON AARON HILL'S POETRY. 



BY THE AUTHOR OF " CLARISSA." 



When noble thoughts with language pure unite, 

To give to kindred excellence its right, 

Though unencumbered with the clogs of rhyme, 

Whose tinkling sounds, for want of meaning, chime, 

Which like the rocks in Shannon's midway course, 

Divide the sense, and interrupt its force ; 

Well may we judge so strong and clear a rill 

Flows higher from the Muses' sacred Hill. \ 



\ 
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• PERVENIRI AD SUMMTJM NISI EX PRINCIPIIS 
NON POTEST." 

FROM THE LATIN OP V. BOURNE. 

Newton, the light of each succeeding age, 
First learned his letters from a female sage ; 
But, thus far taught — the alphabet once learned — 
To loftier use those elements he turned ; 
Forced the unconscious signs, by process rare, 
Known quantities with unknown to compare ; 
And, by their aid, profound deductions drew 
From depths of truth his teacher never knew. 
Yet the true authoress of all was she ! 
Newton's Principia were his a, 6, c. 



PRIOR AND LA FONTAINE. 

FOUND WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAF OF A COPY OF PRIOR' S POEMS. 

Mat Prior (to me 'tis exceedingly plain) 
Deserves to be reckoned the English Fontaine ; 
And Monsieur la Fontaine can never go higher, 
Than praise to obtain as the French Matthew Prior. 



WRITTEN UNDER A PRINT OF MILTON PREFIXED TO 
HIS "PARADISE LOST." 

Three Poets, in three distant ages born, 
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 
• The first in loftiness of thought surpassed ; 
The next in majesty; in both, the last. 
The force of nature could no further go ; 
To make a third, she joined the former two. 

DRYDEN. 



ON BUNYAN. 

Ingenious dreamer, in whose well-told tale 
Sweet fiction and sweet truth alike prevail ; 
Whose humorous vein, strong sense, and simple style, 
May teach the gayest, make the gravest smile ; 
Witty and well-employed, and, like thy Lord, 
Speaking in parables his slighted Word ; 
Revere the man whose pilgrim marks the road, 
And guides the progress of the soul to God ! 

Cowper. 
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ON SHAKESPEABE. 
I. 

When Learning's triumph o'er her barbarous foes 
First reared the stage, immortal Shakespeare rose ; 
Each change of many-coloured life he drew, 
Exhausted worlds, and then imagined new ; 
Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign, 
And panting Time toiled after him in vain. 
His powerful strokes presiding Truth impressed, 
And unresisted Passion stormed the breast. 

Johnson. 



II. 

A loose he gave to his unbounded soul, 

And taught new lands to rise, new seas to roll ; 

Called into being scenes unknown before, 

And, passing Nature's bounds, was something more. 

Churchill. 



HI. 

Sweet Swan of Avon ! what a sight it were, 

To see thee in our waters yet appear ; 

And make those nights upon the banks of Thames, 

That so did please Eliza and our James. 

Ben Jonson. 



ON SWIFT'S " GULLIVEB'S TBAVELS." 

Here learn from moral truth and wit refined, 
How vice and folly have debased mankind. 
Strong sense and humour arm in Virtue's cause ; 
Thus her great votary vindicates her laws. 
While bold and free the glowing colours strike, 
Blame not the picture, if the picture's like. 

Bowyer. 



TO MB. SYME, ON DECLINING AN INVITATION TO JOIN 
A DINNEB PABTY. 

No more of your guests, be they titled or not, 

And cookery, the first of the nation ; 
Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit, 

Is proof to all other temptation. 

Burns. 
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ON BOYDELL'S SHAKESPEARE. 

Old father Time, as Ovid sings, 
Is a great eater up of things ; 

And, without salt or mustard, 
Will gulp you down a castle wall, 
As clean as ever at Guildhall 

An alderman ate custard. 

But Boydell, careful of his fame, 

By grafting it on Shakespeare's name, 

Shall beat his neighbours hollow : 
For to the Bard of Avon's stream 
Old Time has said, (like Polypheme,) 

" You'll be the last I'll swallow." 



ON DR. JOHNSON'S DICTIONARY. 

Talk of war with a Briton, he'll boldly advance 

That one English soldier will beat ten of France. 

Would we alter the boast from the sword to the pen? 

The odds are still greater, still greater our men 1 

In the deep mines of science though Frenchmen may toil, 

Can their strength be compared to Locke, Newton, and 

Boyle ? 
Let them rally their heroes, send forth all their powers, 
Their verse-men and prose-men, then match them with 

ours ! 
First Milton and Shakespeare, like gods in the fight. 
Have put their whole drama and epic to flight : 
In satires, epistles, and odes, would they cope ? 
Their numbers retreat before Dryden and Pope. 
And Johnson, well armed, like a hero of yore, 
Has beat forty* French, and will beat forty more ! 



TO BEN JONSON. 

My epigrams come after yours in time ; 
So do they in conceit, in force, in rhyme. 
My wit's in fault — the fault is none of mine ; 
For if my will could have conferred my wit, 
There never had been better verses writ ; 
As good as yours could I have ruled it. 

Hatman. 

• The number constituting the French Academy, who were thirty years in com- 
piling iheir Dictionary. 
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ON BEN JONSON. 

In ancient learning trained, 
His rigid judgment Fancy's flights restrained ; 
Correctly pruned each wild luxuriant thought, 
Marked out her course, nor spared a glorious fault. 
The book of man he read with nicest art, 
And ransacked all the secrets of the heart ; 
Exerted penetration's utmost force, 
And traced each passion to its proper source ; 
Then, strongly marked, in liveliest colours drew, 
And brought each foible forth to public view : 
The coxcomb felt a lash in every word, 
And fools hung out, their brother fools deterred. 
His comic humour kept the world in awe, 
And Laughter frightened Folly more than Law. 

Churchill. 



ON BEN JONSON'S PLAYS. 

Prat tell us, Ben, where does the myst'ry lurk, 
What others call a play, you call a work ? 

Answer. 

The author's friend this for the author says, 

Ben's plays are works, while others' works are plays ! 



ON WILLIS'S " CURRENT NOTES." 

ADDRESSED TO O. W. ON THE APPEARANCE OF THE FIRST NUMBER. 

Don't let your second number be too keen, 
But lay up powder in your magazine. 



ON JUDGE HALIBURTON. 

Once I would bid the man go hang 
From whom there came a word of slang ; 
Now pray I, tho' the slang runs thick 
Across the Atlantic from Sam Slick, 
Never may fall the slightest hurt on 
The witty head of Haliburton, 
Wherein, methinks, more wisdom lies 
Than in the wisest of the wise. 

w. s. LANDOR. 
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ON CAVE'S INVITATION TO THE EPIGRAMMATISTS. 

HE HAD OFFERED A PRIZE FOB THE BEST EPIGRAM. 

The Psalmist to a cave for refuge fled, 
And vagrants followed him for want of bread ; 
Ye happy bards ! would you with plenty dwell, 
Fly to that best of Caves in Clerkenwell. 



ON THE BURNING OF LORD MANSFIELD'S LIBRARY 
AND HIS MSS., BY THE MOB, IN 1780. 

So, then, the Vandals of our isle, 

Sworn foes to sense and law, 
Have burnt to dust a nobler pile 

Than Roman ever saw ! 
And Murray sighs o'er Pope and Swift, 

And. many a treasure more, 
The well-judged purchase and the gift 

That graced his lettered store. 
Their pages mangled, burnt, and torn, 

The loss was his alone ; 
But ages yet to come shall mourn 

The burning of his own. Cowper. 



ON THE SAME. 

When wit and genius meet their doom, 

In all-devouring flame, 
They tell us of the fate of Rome, 

And bid us fear the same. 

O'er Murray's loss the Muses wept, 

They felt the rude alarm ; 
Yet blessed the guardian care that kept 

His sacred head from harm. 

There memory, like the bee that's fed 

From Flora's balmy store, 
The quintessence of all he read 

Had treasured up before. 

The lawless herd, with fury blind, 
Have done him cruel wrong ; 

The flowers are gone, but still we find 
The honey on his tongue. 



FOETUNATE HIT. 

James Smith was once handsomely rewarded for a trifling 
production of his Muse. He had at a dinner party met Mr. 
Strahan, the King's printer, then suffering from gout and old age, 
though his faculties remained unimpaired. Next morning, 
James despatched to Mr. Strahan the following : 

Your lower limbs seemed far from straight 

When last I saw you walk ; 

The cause I presently found out 

When you began to talk. 

The power that props the body's length 

In due proportion spread, 

In you mounts upwards, and the strength 

All settles in the head. 

Strahan was so much gratified by the compliment, that he imme- 
diately made a codicil to his will, by which he bequeathed to the 
writer £3,000. 



THE PLEASURES OF MEMORY.* 

Here Rogers sat, and here for ever dwell 
To me, those pleasures that he sang so well. 



PANEGYRICAL. 

PROFESSIONAL. 

ON HOGARTH THE PAINTER. 

In walks of humour, in that cast of style 
Which, probing to the quick, yet makes us smile ; 
In comedy, his natural road to fame, 
(Nor let me call it by a meaner name,) 
Where a beginning, middle, and an end, 
Are aptly joined, — where parts on parts depend, 
Each made for each, as bodies for their soul, 
So as to form one true and perfect whole, — 
Where a plain story to the eye is told, 
Which we perceive the moment we behold, — 
Hogarth unrivalled stands, and shall engage 
Unrivalled praise to the most distant age. 

Churchill. 

• Written by Lord Holland, and still to be seen in a summer-house in the 
grounds of Holland House; in which the poet of " Memory " often rested. 
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MRS. OPIE TO HER HUSBAND, WHO HAD, AT HER 

REQUEST, PAINTED THE PICTURE OF HER FRIEND 

MRS. TWISS. 

Hail to thy pencil ! Well its glowing art 

Has traced those features pictured on my heart : 

Now though in distant scenes she soon will rove, 

Still shall I here behold the friend I love; 

Still see that smile endearing, truly kind, 

The' eye's mild beam that speaks the candid mind, 

Which sportive oft, yet fearful to offend, 

By humour charms, but never wounds a friend. 

Within my breast contending passions rise 
When this loved semblance fascinates my eyes ; 
Now pleased, I mark the painter's skilful line, 
Now joy, because the skill I marked was thine ; 
And while I prize the gift by thee bestowed, 
My heart proclaims I'm of the Giver proud. 
Thus pride and friendship war with equal strife, 
And now the Friend exults, and now the Wife. 



TO DR. SCHOMBERG, OF BATH. 

To Schombebg, quoth Death, " I your patient will have ; " 
To Death replied Schomberg, " My patient I'll save." 
Then Death seized his arrow, the doctor his pen, 
And each wound the one gave, t'other healed it again ; 
Till Death swore he had never met such defiance, 
Since he and the college had been in alliance. 



ON GARRICK AND BARRY, IN THE CHARACTER OF 
KING LEAR. 

The town has found out different ways 

To praise its different Lears : 
To Barry it gives loud huzzas, 

To Garrick only tears. 

A king ? " Ay, every inch a king ! " 

Such Barry doth appear ; 
But Garrick's quite another thing, 

He's every inch King Lear. 

Kendal. 
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ON MR. KEMBLE. 

Actor and architect he tries, 
To please the critics — one and all ; 
This bids the private tiers to rise, 
And that the public tears to fall. 



VALEDICTORY STANZAS TO MR. KEMBLE. 

His was the spell o'er hearts 

Which only acting lends, 
The youngest of the sister arts, 

Where all their beauty blends. 
For ill can poetry express 

Full many a tone of thought sublime ; 
And painting, mute and motionless, 

Steals but a glance of time : 
But by the mighty actor brought, 

Illusion's perfect triumphs come ; 
Verse ceases to be airy thought, 

And sculpture to be dumb. 



VOCAL MUSIC. 

Heliodora's voice, by all that's dear, 
Is sweeter than Apollo's lute to hear ! 

Meleageb. — H. Wellesley. 



LINES UNDER A PICTURE OF THOMAS BRITTON, 
« THE MUSICAL SMALL-COAL MAN." 

Though mean thy rank, yet in thy humble cell 
Did gentle peace and arts unpurchased dwell ; 
Well pleased, Apollo thither led his train, 
And music warbled in her sweetest strain. 
Syllenius so, as fables tell, and Jove, 
Came willing guests to poor Philemon's grove. 
Let useless pomp behold, and blush to find, 
So low in station, such a liberal mind. 

Hugk&«. \ 
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IMPROMPTU, TO DR. HARRINGTON. 

When people borrow, it should be their care 
To send things back again — it is but fair ; 

To gratitude, and manners this is due. 
Therefore, good doctor, to the>god of song 
Return his lyre — you've really had it long : 

Others must be obliged as well as you. 



PANEGYRICAL. 
GALLANT. 



ON "SEEING MISS VASSAL, AFTERWARDS LADY HOLLAND, 
AT A MASQUERADE, FEB. 27th, 1786. 

Imperial nymph ! ill suited is thy name 
To speak the wonders of that radiant frame ; 
Where'er thy sovereign form on earth is seen, 
All men are vassals ; — thou, alone, a Queen. 



ON THE DUCHESS OF GORDON 

TELLING THE HON. H. ERSKINE THAT SHE WOULD NOT LIVE IN A 
CERTAIN PLACE BECAUSE IT WAS DULL. 

44 Why don't your Grace," said Erskine, " still reside 
With us in George's Square, our joy and pride ? 
Won't you return?" " No, no," replied her Grace, 
44 1 do not like it — 'tis a vile dull place." 
44 That is," quoth he, 44 as if the sun should say, 
4 A vile dark morning this — I will not rise to day.' " 



TO LADY MARY CHURCHILL. 

Fairest and latest of thy beauteous race, 
Blest with your parent's wit and blooming face ; 
Born with our liberties in William's reign, 
Your eyes alone that liberty restrain. 
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CUPID AND VENUS. 

ON A BEAUTIFUL BOY AND HIS MOTHER, WHO HAD EACH BUT ONE EYE. 

Fair, half-blind boy, born of a half-blind mother, 
Equalled by none, but by the one the other ; 
Lend her thine eye, sweet boy, and she shall prove 
The queen of beauty, thou the god of love. 



TO A LADY AKTIST. 

Slaves to the laws of taste, let some admire 
Paulo's bold stroke, or vivid Titian's fire ; 
With critic skill, and just precision, trace 
Poussin's learn'd air, or soft Correggio's grace ; 
In mute amaze let others trembling stand, 
And feel the dark sublime of Rosa's hand ; 
Be mine the task their varied styles to view, 
And mark their blended beauties meet in you. 

H. Headley. 



TO A LADY WHO DISAPPROVED OF ITALIAN STUDIES. 

To lure me from the Tuscan Muse 
Your wish is kind, your reason's true ; 
But English, Clio, still should choose 
A better advocate than you ! 

In vain you plead for England, while 
On Italy you fix my choice, 
You've all her sunshine in your smile, 
And all her music in your voice ! 

Hon. W. R. Spencer. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO A LADY ON PRESENTING 
HER WITH A BLUE SCARF. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

They tell me, white for innocence, 

The preference has claimed ; 
That gray for sensibility, 

And green for hope are famed. 

But all thy charms and loveliness, 

In blue are found combined ; 
For blue is heav'nly, and reflects 

The image of thy mind. 
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ON A YOUNG LADY WITH GRAY HAIRS. 

Marked by extremes, Susannah's beauty bears 
Life's opposites — youth's blossom and gray hairs ; 
Meet signs for one in whom, combined, are seen 
Wisdom's ripe fruit and roses of nineteen. 



AN IMPROMPTU BY LORD SALISBURY. 

TO A FLY ON A LADY'S LIP. 

Oh, happy, happy fly, 
If I were you and you were I, 
Then I should be the happy fly, 
And you would be Lord Salisbury. 



IMPROMPTU. 

ON SEEING A BEAUTIFUL FRENCH GIRL WHOSE MOTHER WAS 
AN ENGLISHWOMAN. 

No wonder that her cheeks disclose 
A blush so crimson and a skin so fair ; 

England has lent her loveliest rose 
To blend with France's lilies there. 



IMPROMPTU. 

SUGGESTED BY THE BEAUTY OF A YOUNG LADY OF THE NAME OF PAGE. 

Since Ganymede's time there has never been seen, 
One so lovely on this side of heav'n, I'll engage ; 

Nor till now in the circle of letters has been 
A whole volume of charms thus comprised in one Page. 



ADDRESSED TO A LADY WITH A BEAUTIFUL HAND 
AND ARM. 

When at the bar of Love you stand, 

For pilfering hearts in idle sport, 
The moment you lift up your hand, 

'Twill prove your guilt to all the court. 
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ON A LADY STUNG BY A BEE. 

To heal a wound a bee had made 

Upon my Delia's face, 
Its honey to the part she laid, 

And bade me kiss the place. 

Pleased, I obeyed, and from the wound 
Suck'd both the sweet and smart ; 

The honey on my lips I found, 
The sting within my heart. 



ON THE CHABMS OF MY MISTBESS. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

Three goddesses once by young Paris were seen, 
And well might he boast of so noble a sight ; 

But, as lately with lovely Belinda I've been, 
I can boast of more joys and a vision more bright : 

Belinda is Juno whenever she walks, 
Like Venus she smiles, and like Pallas she talks. 



TO GALL A. 

Galla, the seasons of each circling year, 

To thee, my love, their choicest offerings bear ; 

Spring thy young cheek with bashful purple dies, 

And Summerlights her lustres in thine eyes, 

Autumn her apples in thy bosom throws, 

And Winter clothes thee with her whitest snows. 



PARADISE. 

From Eden's bower when woman ran, 

'Twas Paradise no more ; 
Nor since could e'er the foot of man 

Its once famed spot explore. 
But out of this each blessing flows, 

And all our joys arise ; 
For woman, whereso'er she goes, 

Creates a Paradise ! 
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TO A LADY, 

WITH A PBINT OF VENUS BEING ATTIRED BY THE GRACES. 



That far superior is thy state, 
Even envy must agree ; 

On thee a thousand Graces wait, 
On Venus only three. 



TO MISS HARRINGTON OF BATH. 

" Alas, alas, I've lost a day !" 
Good Titus once was heard to say, 

And sorely to repent it. 
What was it made the emperor groan ? 
I'd give a good round sum, I own, 

To know how 'twas he spent it. 

Dear Titus, quickly leave thy tomb, 
Enter of Harrington the room, 

Whom music and each grace reveres — 
I'll answer for't, thou wilt not say, 
" Alas, alas, I've lost a day" 
But, " Jove ! I've found ./we hundred years/'' 



WEITTEN IN A LADY'S COPY OF " MILTON.' 

With virtue strong as yours had Eve been arm'd, 
In vain the fruit had blush'd, or serpent charm'd ; 
Nor had our bliss by penitence been bought, 
Nor had frail Adam fell, nor Milton wrote. 



ON ANNE, COUNTESS OF SUNDEBLAND.* 

All Nature's charms in Sunderland appear, 
Bright as her eyes, and as her reason clear ; 
Yet still their force, to men not safely known, 
Seems undiscovered to herself alone. 

Earl of Halifax. 



The beautiful second daughter of the great Duke or Marlborough. 
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TO LADY HAMILTON. 

The following lines were addressed to her by the late William 
Spencer : 

Too late I stayed ! forgive the crime ! 

Unheeded flew the hours ; 
How noiseless falls the foot of time, 
That only treads on flowers ! 

What eye with clear account remarks 

The ebbings of his glass, 
When all its sands are diamond sparks, 

That dazzle as they pass ? 

Or who to sober measurement 

Time's happy swiftness brings, 
When Birds of Paradise have lent 

Their plumage for his wings ? 



ON THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE CANVASSING FOR 
C. J. FOX, AT THE WESTMINSTER ELECTION. 

Arrayed in matchless beauty, Devon's fair 

In Fox's favour takes a zealous part ; 
But, oh ! where'er the pilferer comes, beware ! 

She supplicates a vote, and steals a heart. 



SENT BY LORD LYTTELTON TO LADY BROWN. 

When I was young and debonnaire, 
The brownest nymph to me was fair; 
But now I'm old and wiser grown, 
The fairest nymph to me is Brown, 



ACROSTICAL EPIGRAM TO A LADY NAMED GARB. 

Care flies the brain when you are near, 



And raptures nil the heart ; 

Raptures decay, and sullen care 

Returns, when you depart. 



i 



PLEASUEE AND PAIN. 

The Honourable Thomas Erskine was one evening taken sud- 
denly ill at Lady Payne's. On her expressing a hope that his 
indisposition might not be serious, he answered her in the follow- 
ing impromptu : 

41 'Tis true I am ill, but I need not complain, 

For he never knew pleasure who never knew Payne." 



TO A LADY WITH A BASKET OF FKUIT. 

Once, of forbidden fruit, the mortal taste 
Changed beauteous Eden to a dreary waste : 
Here you may freely eat, secure the while 
From latent poison, or insidious guile. 
Yet, ! could I but happily infuse 
Some secret charm into the savoury juice, 
Of power to tempt your gentle breast to share 
With me the peaceful cot and rural fare ; 
A different fate would crown the blest device, 
And change my desert to a paradise ! 



TO A LADY, WITH A PRESENT OF FRUIT. 

Though the plum and the peach with Apollo conspire, 
To present you their softness and sweetness and. fire. 
Their aid is in vain ; for what can they do 
But blush, and confess themselves vanquished in you? 
Where virtue and wit with such qualities blend, 
What mortal, what goddess, would dare to contend ? 



J 



ON PRESENTING A ROSE-BUD TO A BEAUTIFUL 
YOUNG LADY. 

If but a bud I bring to thee, 

And wish it in thy bosom placed, 

It is because I love to see 
The infant at its mother's breast. 
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A POETICAL REASON FOR THE FRAGRANCE AND 
COLOUR OF THE ROSE. 

Speaking of the singular changes effected in flowers by the trans- 
mission of their farina, a lady said she understood that " originally 
there was but one kind of rose, which was white and nearly scent- 
less. What occasioned," asked she, " so beautiful a variety in the 
species as the red one ; and whence did it derive its odour?" The 
following was immediately written with a pencil : 

To sinless Eve's admiring sight, 
The rose expanded snowy white; 
When, in an ecstasy of bliss, 
She gave the modest flower a kiss ; 
And instantaneous, lo ! it drew 
From her red Up its blushing hue / 
While from her breath it sweetness found, 
And spread new fragrance all around. 



THE WHITE ROSE. 

PRESENTED BY A YORKIST TO A LADY OP THE HOUSE OP LANCASTER. 

If this fair rose offend thy sight, 

Placed on thy bosom bare, 
'Twill blush to find itself less white, 

And turn Lancastrian there. 

But, if thy ruby lip it spy, 

And kiss it thou should'st deign, 

With envy pale 'twill lose its dye, 
And Yorkist turn again. 



ON SEEING MISS AMBROSE WITH AN ORANGE-RIBBON 
IN HER BREAST, ON KING WILLIAM'S BIRTH-DAY. 

Thou little Tory, where's the jest 
Of wearing Orange in thy breast, 
When that same breast insulting shows 
The whiteness of the Rebel Rose ? 



ON RECEIVING AN ORANGE FROM GRACE LOCKHART, 

WHO MARRIED JOHN, THIRD EARL OF ABOYNE, 

AND DIED Ilf 1738. 

Now, Priam's son, thou must be mute, 

For I can proudly boast with thee ; 
Thou to the fairest gave the fruit ; 
The fairest gave the fruit to me. 

Allah Ramsay. 
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ADAM AND EVE. 

Db. Young, the author of the •* Night Thoughts," was once walk- 
ing in his garden with the lady whom he was wooing and a Mend 
of hers, when a servant came to tell him he was wanted. He was 
so interested in the conversation in which he was engaged, that he 
paid no attention to the summons, though urged by the ladies to 
go. The servant returned and repeated the message ; and the ladies 
then playfully took the Doctor by the arms and pushed him out of 
the garden. He is said to have turned round and addressed them, 
especially his lady-love, in these words : 

Thus Adam looked when from the garden driven, 
And thus disputed orders sent from Heaven : — 
Hard was his fate — but mine still more unkind, 
His Eve went with him ; — but mine stays behind. 



ON THE TWO BEAUTIFUL MISSES GUNNING.* 

Sly Cupid, perceiving our modern beaux hearts 

Were proof to the sharpest and best of his darts , 

His power to maintain, — the young urchin grown cunning,- 

Has laid down his bow, and now conquers by Gunning. 



ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT. 

I know the thing that's most uncommon ; 

(Envy, be silent, and attend!) 
I know a reasonable woman, 

Handsome and witty, yet a friend. 

Not warped by passion, awed by rumour, 

Not grave through pride, or gay through folly ; 

An equal mixture of good-humour, 
And sensible soft melancholy. 

41 Has she no faults, then," Envy says, " Sir? " 

Yes, she has one, I must aver — 
When all the world conspires to praise her, 

The woman's deaf, and does not hear. 

Popk. 



* Daughters of John Gunning, Esq., Castle Coote, Ireland. They first ap- 
peared at Court in 1751. Horace Walpole declared them to be the handsomest 
women alive. 



TURKISH GALLANTRY. 

Lady. 

I can't abide you Turkish folk, 
Who take your wives by twenty ; 

In England one is thought no joke, 
And numbers find it plenty. 

Turkish Ambassador. 

In England, true, this plan may do, 

And be as good as any ; 
But all the charms here seen in you, 

We only find in many ! 



KISSES. 

FROM MARTIAL. 

Come, Chloe, and give me sweet kisses, 

For sweeter sure girl never gave ; 
But why, in the midst of my blisses, 

Do you ask me how many I'd have ? 

I am not to be stinted in pleasure, 
Then, prithee, my charmer, be kind ; 

For while I love thee above measure, 
To numbers I'll ne'er be confined. 

Count the bees that on Hybla are playing ; 

Count the flowers that enamel its fields ; 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are straying ; 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields. 

Go, number the stars in the heaven ; 

Count how many sands on the shore : 
When so many kisses you've given, 

I still shall be craving for more. 

To a heart full of love let me hold thee ; 

To a heart which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
With my arms I'll for ever enfold thee, 

And twist round thy form like a vine. 

What joy can be greater than this is ? 

My life on thy lips shall be spent ; 
But the swain that can number his kisses, 

With few will be ever content. 

Translated by the Hon. Sir Ch. H. Wua^ks^^' 
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Epigrams. 



In reading authors, when you find 
Bright passage* that strike your mind, 
And which perhaps you may have reason 
To think on at another season ; 
Be not contented with the sight. 
But take them down in black and white : 
Such a respect is wisely shown ; 
It makes another's sense one's own. 



To have a thing is little if you're not allowed to show it; 

And to know a thing is nothing unless others know you know it. 

Lord Neavhs. 



SENTIMENTAL, MORAL, AND PHILOSOPHICAL. 

SACBED. 



YOUTH. 

The vernal flower, by early blight 
Expires, to bloom again no more ; 

But youth's fair blossom snatched from sight, 
Blooms fairer in a happier shore. 

What solace for parental love ! 

What antidote to dark dismay ! 
To know life's closing scene shall prove 

The herald of eternal day. 



THE POSEB POSED. 
A pedant, to perplex a child, 
Asked "Where is God?" The pupil smiled, 

Embarrassed not a jot ; 
For God's ubiquity he knew ; 
So straight replied, " I'll tell, when you 

Tell me where He is not." 
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THE ROAD TO VIRTUE. 

Let not soft slumber close your eyes, 
Before you've recollected thrice, 
The train of action through the day : 
Where have my feet chose out their way ? 
What have I learnt where'er I've been, 
From all I've heard, from all I've seen? 
What know I more that's worth the knowing ? 
What have I done that's worth the doing? 
What have I sought that I should shun? 
What duty have I left undone ? 
Or into what new follies run ? 
These self-inquiries are the road 
That leads to virtue, and to God. 

Watts. 



THE CHURCH. 

The Church is not yon fabric, wood and stone, 
Rear'd by the labourer's toil and builder's art ; 

The Church is there where God has set his throne, 
There where He dwells within the living heart. 



ON THE PRICE OF A BIBLE. 

'Tis but a folly to rejoice or boast 

How small a price thy well-bought purchase cost ; 

Until thy death thou shalt not fully know 

Whether it was a pennyworth or no ; 

And at that time, believe me, 'twill appear 

Extremely cheap or else extremely dear. 



FUTURE GLORY. 

Faith, Hope and Love were question'd what they thought 

Of future glory, which religion taught : 

Now Faith believed it to be firmly true, 

And Hope expected so to find it too ; 

Love answered, smiling with a conscious glow, 

14 Believe ? — Expect ? I know it to be so." 

John Wesley. 
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LIFE AND DEATH. 

Keep death and judgment always in your eye ; 
None is fit to live but who is fit to die. 
Make use of present time, because you must 
Take up your lodging shortly in the dust ; 
'Tis dreadful to behold the setting sun, 
And night approaching, ere your work is done. 



THE THOUGHT OF DEATH. 

All men think all men mortal but themselves ; 

Themselves, when some alarming shock of fate 

Strikes through their wounded hearts the sudden dread ; 

But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 

Soon close ; where passed the shaft, no trace is found. 

As from the wing no scar the sky retains, 

The parted wave no furrow from the keel, 

So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 

Ee'n with the tender tear, which nature sheds 

O'er those we love, we drop it in the grave. 

Young. 



DEATH. 



Death distant ! No, alas ! he's ever with us, 
And shakes the dart at us in all our actings : 
He lurks within our cup, while we're in health ; 
Sits by our sick-bed, mocks our medicines ; 
We cannot walk, or sit, or ride, or travel, 
But death is by to seize us when he lists. 

Scott. 



A BEFLECTION AT SEA. 

See how, beneath the moon beam's smile, 
Yon little billow heaves its breast, 

And foams and sparkles for awhile, 
And murm'ring then subsides to rest. 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and care, 

Rises on time's eventful sea ; 
And having swelled a moment there, 

Thus melts into eternity. 
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ON DEATH. 

FROM THE GERMAN. 

Many have died in valor's field, 
And many a man disease has killed ; 
But lost and wine and luxury call 
To death's dark mansion more than all. 

Tbiller. 



ANATHEMAS. 

I know not if 'twas wise or well 
To give all heathens up to hell— - 
Hadrian — Aureliu a — Socrates — 
And others, wise and good as these ; 
I know not if it is forbid. 
But this I know— Christ never did. 



HEATHEN'S PRAYER. 

(treat Jove, this one petition grant; 
(Thou knowest beat what mortals want :) 
Asked or unasked, what's good supply ; 
What's evil to our prayers deny! 



SUNSET AND SUNRISE. 

Contemplate, when the sun declines, 
Thy death, with deep reflection; 

And when again he rising shines, 
Thy day of resurrection. 



Owen. 



THE SABBATH. 

Six days stern labour shuts the poor 
From nature's careless banquet hall ; 

The seventh an angel opes the door, 
And, smiling, welcomes all ! 



Bulwer. 



\ 



Meiuyali:. 
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THE EMPEROR HADRIAN'S ADDRESS TO HIS SOUL 
WHEN DYING. 

Animula! vagula, blandula, 
Hospes, comesque corporis, 
Qua? nunc abibis in loca? 
Pallidula, rigida, nudula, 
Nee, ut soles, dabis jocos. 

Translations. 

1 
Soul of mine, pretty one, flitting one, 
Guest and partner of my clay, 
Whither wilt thou hie away. — 
Pallid one, rigid one, naked one, 
Never to play again, never to play ? 

2 

Ah ! gentle, fleeting, wav'ring sprite, 

Friend, associate of this clay, 

To what unknown region borne, 
Wilt thou now wing thy distant flight ; 

No more with wonted humour gay, 

But pallid, cheerless, and forlorn ? 

Byron. 

3 

Poor, little, pretty, fluttering thing, 

Must we no longer live together? 
And dost thou plume thy trembling wing, 

To take thy flight thou know'st not whither? 

Thy hum'rous vein, thy pleasing folly, 

Lies all neglected, all forgot ; 
And, pensive, wavering, melancholy, 

Thou dread'st and hop'st thou know'st not what. 

Prior. 

• 4 

Ah ! fleeting spirit, wandering fire, 
That long hast warmed my tender breast, 

Must thou no more this frame inspire, — 
No more a pleasing, cheerful guest ? 

Whither, ah whither, art thou flying? 

To what dark undiscovered shore ? 
Thou seem'st all trembling, shivering, dying, 

And wit and humour are no more ! 

Pope. 
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Whither, my tremulous soul, 

Preparest thou thy flight, 
From this corporeal home ; 

To darkness or to light ? 
Where thou hast long sojourned, 

Feeling both sorrow and delight, 
Toor dying spirit, naked, pale, 

Must thou thus doubtful leave this earthy vale ? 

J. It. 



Genial spirit, playful shade, 

When this pallid clay is laid 

Iligid in the cheerless tomb, 

Soul where wilt thou seek a home ? 

Soar'st thou to eternal light 

When from hence thou wing'st thy flight, 

Leaving thy naked shrine on earth, 

Cold to love and deaf to mirth. 



THE SOUL. 

The soul, secure in her existence, smiles 
At the drawn dagger, and defies its point. 
The stars shalt fade away, the sun himself 
Grow dim with age, and nature sink in years ;. 
But thou shall flourish in immortal youth, 
Unhurt amidst the war of elements, 
The wreck of matter and the crash of worlds. 

Addison. 



SACRED LINES. 
life, death, judgment, heaven, and hell. 

* 

In three short moments death shall teach us more, 
Than life in three long years, or in threescore. 
What death conceals, in judgment shall be known, 
Where truth shall triumph and the truth alone ; 
What then remains untold, of heaven and hell, 
That great infallible eternity shall tell. 



SIN. 

Flie sinne ; for sharp revenge doth follow sinne, 
And wicked deeds do wrathful doomes procure ; 

If God stay longe, ere he to strike beginne, 
Though longe he stay, at last he striketh sure. 

Circa. 1580. Sir Wai/teb Mildmay. 



WHAT IS GOD ? 

How God exists attempt not to explore ; 
In awful silence the supreme adore : 
The mystery immense confounds the brain ; 
Himself alone his nature can explain. 



THE SACRAMENT. 

Queen Elizabeth, being asked her opinion concerning the Real 
Presence in the Sacrament, gave the following artful and solid an- 
swer : 

Christ was the word that spake it ; 

He took the bread, and brake it ; 

And what the word did make it, 

That I believe, and take it. 



THE MIRACLE AT CANA.* 

BY AARON HILL. 

When Christ, at Cana's feast, by power divine, 
Inspired cold water with the warmth of wine, 
" See ! " cried they, while in reddening tide it gushed, 
" The bashful stream hath seen its Lord, and blushed." 



• This much-admired epigram is translated from the Latin of Richard Cra- 
shaw, a Fellow of Peter House, Cambridge, and a Wooer of the Muses, in the time 
of Charles I. A.s the original is often praised, and as Crashaw's '* l^pigrammata 
Sacra" is not very common, some readers may be pleased to see it here: 

JOANN. II. 

Aqua in vinum versa). 

Unde rubor vestris, et non sua purpura, lymphis ? 

Qua rosa mirantes tarn nova mutat aquas ? 
Numen, convive, prsesens agnoscite numen 1 
Nympha pudica Deum vidit, et erubuit. 
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THE MYSTERY OF MYSTERIES. 

Nix, glacies, et aqua ; tria nomina, res tamen una. 
Sic in personis trinus dens, et tamen turns. 

Translated. 

Snow, ice, and water; one, yet three in name — 
Father, Son, Spirit ; three, yet each the same. 

E. L. S. in " Notes and Queries.' 



LINES ON A BIBLE. 

Within this awful volume lies 
The mystery of mysteries : 
Oh ! happiest thvy of human race 
To whom our God has given grace 
To hear, to read, to fear, to pray, 
To lift the latch, and force the way; 
But better had they ne'er been born 
Who read to doubt, or read to scorn. 



JUSTICE. 



Religion's path they never trod 
Who equity condemn ; 

Nor ever are they just to God, 
Who prove unjust to men. 



THE PATH OF VIRTUE. 

When life's tempestuous storms are o'er, 
How calm he meets the friendly shore, 

Who lived averse from sin : 
Such peace on virtue's path attends, 
That where the sinner 1 1 pleasure ends, 

The Christian's joys begin. 
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EFFECT OF ADVERSITY. 

The good are better made by ill, 
As odours crashed are sweeter still. 



BREVITY AND SACREDNESS OF LIFE. 

'Tis not for man to trifle. Life is brief, 

And sin is here. 
An age is but the falling of a leaf — 

A dropping tear. 
We have no time to sport away the hours ; 
All must be earnest in a world like ours. 

Not many lives, but only one have we — 

Frail, fleeting man ! 
How sacred should that one life ever be — 

That narrow span ! 
Day after day filled up with blessed toil, 
Hour after hour still bringing in new spoil. 

Dr. H. Bonar. 



THE WORM. 

Hear ye that awful truth 

With which I charge my page : 
A icorm is at the bud of youth, 

And at the root of age. 

Cowper. 



THE WORLD. 

The world's a book, writ by the eternal art 
Of the Great Author ; printed in man's heart ; 
'Tis falsely printed, though divinely penned, 
And all the errata will appear at the end. 

Quarles. 
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SENTIMENTAL, MORAL, AND PHILOSOPHICAL. 

GALLANT. 



UNOBTRUSIVE BEAUTY. 

As lamps burn silent with unconscious light, 
So modest ease in beauty shines most bright ; 
Unaiming charms with edge resistless fall, 
And she, who meant no mischief, does it all. 



ON PARTING. 

You ask how long I'll stay from thee :] 
Suppress these rising fears ; 

If you should reckon time like vie, 
Perhaps ten thousand years. 



Sheridan. 



THE PRUDENT FAIR. 

Fie, Damon, fie ! no more pursue me, 

But, if you love , avow your flame ; 
For if you love, you'll ne'er undo me, 

Nor trifle with my heart and fame. 

In vain, fond youth, you thus implore me 

I see through your delusive feint, 
That, while you swear that you adore me, 

You'd make a sinner of a saint ! 

You, in soft strains and fond addresses, 

Of me a deity have made ; 
And yet, with impious bold caresses, 

Your goddess you would fain degrade. 

But, till you bring a priest to bind me, 

I, goddess-like, will bear the sway ; 
In Hymen's bonds you'll woman find me ; 

Then Love and Damon I'll obey. \ 
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FROM THE FRENCH OF MONTREUIL. 

Why ask so oft, with fond alarms, 

If constant I'll remain ? 
And o'er my heart how long thy charms 

Will hold their wonted reign ? 

No more these questions let me hear, 



Since I can ne'er reply : 
I do not know, my Sylvia dear, 
The day when I shall die. 



PLEASURE AND DESIRE. 

In yonder hower lies Pleasure sleeping, 
And near him mourns a blooming maid ; 

He will not wake, and she sits weeping, 
When, lo ! a stranger offers aid. 

His hurried steps, his glance of fire, 

The god of wishes wild declare : 
" Wake, Pleasure, wake !" exclaims Desire, 

And Pleasure wakes to bless the fair. 

But soon the maid, in luckless hour, 
Desire asleep is doom'd to view : 

" Try, Pleasure, try," she cries, " your power, 
And wake Desire, as he woke you." 

Fond girl, thy prayer exceeds all measure ; 

Distinct his province each must keep ; 
Desire shall ever waken Pleasure, 

And Pleasure lull Desire to sleep. 



THE WIFE. 

Dobs fortune smile ? How grateful must it prove, 
To tread life's pleasing round with one we love. 
Or does she frown ? The fair, with softening art, 
Will soothe our woes, or bear a willing part. 

Dodsley. 



THE WIDOW'S WEEDS. 

Why is a garden's wildered maze, 
Like a young widow fresh and fair? 

Because it wants some hand to rase 
The weeds which have no business there. 
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FROM THE FRENCH OF PANNARD. 

how soft beam your eyes ! how tender their gaze ! 

If I dare to believe them, you love me most dearly : 
But does your heart feel what I learn from their rays ? 

Oh tell me, dear youth, are they speaking sincerely? 

If you love not, alas ! with my peace do not play ; 

To allure me, no longer thus cruelly seek : 
And if then your heart has got nothing to say, 

let not your eyes with such eloquence speak. 

R. A. D. 



TO A FRIEND. 

Her image, who enslaves my mind, 
Urge me no longer to discover : 

Fain would I sing, but ah ! I find 
The bard can ill express the lover. 

Yet, trust me, he whose happier skill 

For terms could ransack earth, air, ocean, 

Might show, perhaps, more wit at will, 
But less of genuine emotion. 

Though Art the florid phrase deny, 
Yet Truth can never want expression ; 

For that last language of the eye, 
Is still in hers and Love's possession. 



ON AN INFANT PLAYING ON THE EDGE OF A PRECIPICE. 

FROM THE GREEK OP ARCHIAS. 

Her infant, playing on the verge of fate, 
When but an instant's space had been too late, 

And pointed crags had claim'd his forfeit breath — 
The mother saw ! she laid her bosom bare, — 
Her child sprang forward the known bliss to share, 

And that which nourished life, now saved from death. 



A MOTHER'S LOVE. 

Ere yet her child has drawn its earliest breath, 
A mother's love begins — it glows till death ; 
Lives before life — with death not dies — but seems 
The very substance of immortal dreams. 
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ON WOMAN. 

Woman — doubtful theme — I sing, 
Dear, delightful, dangerous thing: 
Mugio source of all our joy ; 
Tempting, trifling, tinsel toy ; 
Every faculty posse esing, 
Which constitutes a curse or bio sing ; 
Witty, empty, fond, capricious ; 
Pions sometime?, .sometimes vicious ; 
As angels hand pome, devils proud ; 
Modest, pert, submissive, loud ; 
The most ambiguous work of heaven, 
To rhnnu ua, and torment us given ; 
Without them, what, ye gods, is life ? 
And with them what but care and strife ! 



LOVE AND FOLLY. 



BY CHEVALIER LAWRENCE . 



Love and Folly, while at school, 
Quarrelling on this or that ; 

Ho called her a silly fool ; 
She called him a saucy brat. 

Love strikes Folly with his bow ; 

Folly in a fury flies, 
And, in vengeance for the blow, 

Scratches out poor Cupid's eyes. 

Venue, all in tribulation, 

To the court of Jove repairs ; 

And, as a just compensation, 
Jove his sovereign will declares : 

" Since he's blind," the god decreed, 

And since Folly made him so, 
She the erring boy shall lead, 
She his guido where'er he go." 

Evpr since, as in a tether, 

Bhe has been the urchin's guide ; 
They are always found together, 

Love, and Folly at his side. 



I 
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SENTIMENTAL, MORAL, AND PHILOSOPHICAL. 

AMATORY. 



INSCRIPTION FOR A STATUE OF CUPID. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

Qui que tu sois, voila ton maitre ! 
Qui Test, le fut, ou le doit etre. 

Whoe'er thou art, thy master see ! 
Who was, or is, or is to be. 



TO A LADY WHO ASKED, » WHAT IS LOVE ? " 

Love's no irregular desire, 
No sudden start of raging pain, 

Which in a moment grows a fire, 
And in a moment cools again. 

Not found in the sad sonnetteer, 
Who sings of darts, despair, and chains, 

And by whose senseless verse, 'tis clear, 
He wants not heart, but only brains. 

Nor is it centred in the beau, 
Who sighs by rule, in order dies, 

Whose all consists in outward show, 
And want of wit by dress supplies ! 

No ; love is something so divine, 
Description would but make it less 

'Tis what I know, but can't define, 
'Tis what I feel, but can't express. 



ON THE WEDDING-RING. 

This precious emblem well doth represent 
That evenness that crowns us with content ; 
Which, when it wanting is, the sacred yoke 
Becomes uneasy, and with ease is broke. 
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ON AN HOUB-GLASS. 

Those little atoms that in silence pour, 
And measure out with even pace the hour, 
Were once Alcippus, struck by Gallia's eyes ; 
Wretched he burnt, and here in ashes lies ; 
Which ever streaming, this sad truth attest, 
44 That lovers count the time, and know no rest." 



LOVE OB DEATH. 

FROM THE GREEK. 



The man who first laid down the pedant rule 
That love is folly, was himself the fool ; 
For if to life that transport you deny, 
What privilege is left us — but to die ? 



THE INTOXICATION OF LOVE. 

The girl that I love lately gave me a kiss, 
And the dew of her lips sealed the ravishing bliss : 
Of nectar the kiss, for her breath gave it bloom ; 
Her breath was the nectar's delicious perfume. 
Now full flowing bumpers of rapture I prove ; 
And tipsy with joy, I'm a Bacchus in love. 






THE TWO TEABS. 

Cupid in sport a dart had thrown, 
Which hit by chance his mother's breast ; 

He heard her sigh in piteous moan ; 
He held her weeping and distressed. 

She dropt a tear upon his hand — 
He dropt one too, by pity guided — 

They mixed — and since, we understand, 
Love and distress are ne'er divided. 
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THE ORIGIN OF THE PEN. 

Love begged and prayed old Time to stay, 
While he and Pysche toyed together ; 

Love held his wings — Time tore away, 
But in the scuffle dropped a feather. 

Love seized the prize, and with his dart, 
Adroitly worked to trim and shape it— 

44 0, Psyche ! though 'tis pain to part, 
This charm shall make us half escape it. 

'* Time need not fear to fly too slow, 
When he this useful loss discovers ; 

A pen's the only plume I know, 
That wings his pace for absent lovers." 



TIME AND LOVE. 

Time and Love are ever foes, 
Following still a different aim ; 

Where the rosy tyrant glows 
Steals old Time, and damps the flame. 

Angry Love a vengeful blow 
Oft inflicts, as rage inspires ; 

And, where Time has scattered snow, 
Joys to wake the rebel fires. 

Men in every age and clime 
Equal still their triumphs prove ; 

Oft from Love forgetting Time, 
Oft from Time forgetting Love. 



ABSENCE. 

When the maid who possesses my heart 
Was content at my mansion to stay, 

Bapid time was in haste to depart, 
And the moments fled laughing away. 

But now, since I see her not near, 
And to seek her is not in my power, 

Every day is as long as a year, 
Every moment as slow as an hour. 



i 
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THE EXCHANGE OF HEARTS. 

We pledged our hearts, my love and I, 
I in my arms the maiden clasping ; 

I could not guess the reason why, 
But, oh ! I trembled like an aspen. 

Her father's leave she bade me gain ; 

I went, but shook like any reed ! 
I strove to act the man — in vain ! 

We had exchanged our hearts indeed. 



ADVICE TO A FRIEND ON THE POINT OF MARRIAGE. 

As a termagant wife 

May embitter your life, 
Take this counsel before the knot's tied ; 

Would you shun care and strife, 

Choose your bride like your knife 
Let the temper of both be well tried. 



A COMPARISON. 

What men than women greater blessings share ? 
How false the charge, one instance shall declare. 
When woman,* looking back, saw things denied 
To mortal eye to view — she only died ! 
When man + looked back, a harder fate he proved ; 
He lived to weep the loss of her he loved. 



-L 



ON A WINDOW. 

The glass, by lovers' nonsense blurred, 
Dims and obscures our sight ; 

So, when our passions Love has stirred, 
They darken reason's light. 



Swift. 



* Alluding to Lot's wife in sacred history. 
+ Alluding to Orpheus in profane history. 
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WOMAN'S INFLUENCE. 

Man flattering man, not always can prevail, 
But woman flattering man, can never fail. 



A REPROOF. 

When you told us our glances, soft, timid, and mild, 

Could occasion such wounds in the heart, 
Can ye wonder that yours, so ungoverned and wild, 

Some wounds to our cheek should impart ? 
The wounds on our cheeks are but transient, we own ; 

With a blush they appear and decay : 
But these on the heart, fickle youths, ye have shown 

To be even more fickle than they. 



MIRTH AND WISDOM. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

With me the rosy goblet share, 
With me enjoy the youthful hours, 

With me caress the frolic fair, 
With me compose the wreath of flowers ! 

Now drive with me dull thought away, 
With me defiance bid to sorrow ; 

Be merry thou with me to-day, 
And Til be wise with thee to-morrow ! 



WRITTEN IN A LADY'S POCKET BOOK. 

How bless'd! could I, in Julia's heart, 
As in this book, inscribe my name ; 

But wretched still, if there, as here, 
Another swain might do the same. 



ON DIDO, QUEEN OF CARTHAGE. 

Poor Queen ! twice doomed disastrous love to try ! 
You fly the dying : for the flying die. 
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THE LADY'S WATCH. 

TO A LADY WHO TOOK HER WATCH FROM HER BOSOM, AND 
COMPLAINED THAT IT DID NOT GO BIGHT. 

How could you, Mira, think your watch 
The measured pulse of time could catch, 
Where time's unknown ? for what's placed there 
Loses all sense of time and care. 



LADIES' WATCHES. 

The following Epigram on the custom of ladies wearing watches 
suspended from the neck, made its first appearance in the Morn- 
ing Chronicle : 

Among our fashionable bands, 

What wonder now that Time should linger ? 
Allowed to place his two rude hands 

Where no one else dares lay a finger. 



THE DIMPLE. 

Sylvia the young, the fair, the gay, 

A verdant bower enclosed ; 
The little wanton, tired with play, 

In dewy sleep reposed. 

A bloom so like the peach's hue 
Her glowing cheeks expressed, 

A bird, deluded, eager flew, 
And seized the luscious feast. 

Ah ! lucky spoil, though rude the alarm, 

And Sylvia weeping rose, 
Since, to the wound its smiling form 

That killing dimple owes. 



ON A BBIGHT EYE. 

Yon eye, that into shade the sunlight throws, 
Death, had he sight, would have no heart to close. 
My life upon't, e'en death himself would die 
Of love, at sight of yonder starry eye ! 

Bk.l.THkZAR BONIFACIUS. 
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LOVE. 

Were you the earth, dear love, and I the skies, 
My love should shine on you like to the sun ; 

And look upon you with ten thousand eyes, 
Till heaven waxed blind, and till the world were done. 

Imitated from Plato by J. Sylvester. 



INSPECTION. 

" I love the poets," young Narcissa said: 
Quoth I, " The poets always loved the misses ; " 

14 Give me some verses, then ? " rejoined the maid : 
" I will," said I : " Give me as many kisses." 

She smiled consent — the lovely maid I kiss, 
And, warm with bliss, repeat a glowing line ; 

She smiled again, and I repeat the bliss, 
And to my first I add a second line : 

Then said — The bee from sweetest nectar sips, 
And hence so sweet the honey of the bee ; 

And lines inhaled from those nectareous lips, 
Made of thy kisses must be worthy thee. 



THE STOLEN KISS. 

What a rout do you make for a single poor kiss ! 

I seized it, 'tis true, and I ne'er shall repent it : 
May he ne'er enjoy one, who shall think it amiss ; 

But, for me, I thank dear Cytherea who sent it. 

You may pout, and look prettily cross ; but I pray, 
What business so near to my lips had your cheek ? 

If you will put temptation so pat in one's way, 

Saints, resist if you can ! but, for me, I'm too weak. 

But come, my sweet Fanny, our quarrel let's end, 
Nor will I by force, what you gave not retain ; 

By allowing the kiss, I'm for ever your friend; 
If you say that I stole it — why, take it again. 

Horace Wal£Q»\s>. 
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KISSES. 

Some kisses, dear nymph, like the lightning are fleet, 

They just touch the lips and depart ! 
But thine, my Chloe, like nectar are sweet, 

And they go from the lips to the heart. 



THE INVENTION OF KISSING. 

BY DR. WALCOT. 

When we dwell on the lips of the lass we adore, 

Not a pleasure in nature is missing : 
May his soul be in heaven ! he deserved it, I'm sure, 

Who was the inventor of kissing. 

Master Adam I verily think was the man, 
Whose discov'ry will ne'er be surpassed ; 

And since the sweet game with creation began, 
To the end of the world may it last ! 



SENTIMENTAL, MORAL, AND PHILOSOPHICA! 

LITEBAEY. 



GENIUS AND ART. 

Concerning pocta there has been contest, 
Whether they're made by art or nature best ; 
But if I may presume in thia nffnir, 
Among the rest my judgment to declare, 
No art without a geniua will avail ; 
And parts without the help of art will fail : 
But both ingredient* jointly mu«t unite, 
Or verge will never shine with a transcendent light. 

Oldham. 
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ORIGIN OF POETRY. 

The following lines are extracted from a scarce collection of Poems 
by Thomas Randolph, published early in the last century. 

44 From witty men and mad 

All poetry conception had ; 

No sires but these will poetry admit, — 

Madness or wit." 

This definition poetry doth fit — 
It is a witty madness or mad wit ; 
Only these two, poetic heat admits — 
A witty man, or one who has no wits. 



UPON THE NINE MUSES. 

BY CALIilMACHUS. 

Calliope the deeds of heroes sings ; 

Great Clio sweeps to history the strings ; 

Euterpe teaches mimes their silent show ; 

Melpomene presides o'er scenes of woe ; 

Terpsichore the flute's soft power displays ; 

And Erato gives hymns the gods to praise ; 

Polymnia inspires melodious strains ; 

Urania, wise, the starry course explains ; 

And gay Thalia's glass points out where folly reigns. 

Rollin's Abts and Sciences. 



ON THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. 

FROM THE LATIN OF HENRY HARDER, A DANISH WRITER, SECRETARY 
OP LEGATION AT THE COURT OP CHARLES II. 

Apelles, striving to paint Venus' face, 

Before him ranged the virgins of the place ; 

Whate'er of good or fair in each was seen, 

He thence transferred to make the Paphian Queen ; 

His work, a paragon we well might call, 

Derived from many, but surpassing all. 

Such as that Venus, in whose form were found 

The gathered graces of the virgins round, 

Thy language, England, shows the magic force 

Of blended beauties culled from every source. 
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THE INVENTION OF LETTERS. 

Ingenious nature's zeal for friendship's laws, 
A means for distant friends to meet could find, 
Lines which the hand with ink on paper draws, 
Betokening from afar the anxious mind. 

This is a translation of the original Greek epigram of Palladius, 
by Dr. Wellesley, the germ of Pope's elaborate expression of the 
same thought. 



BOOKS. 



For many books I care not, and my store 
Might now suffice me, though I had no more 
Than God's two Testaments, and then withal 
That mighty volume which the world we call : 
For these well looked on, well in mind preserved, 
The present age's passages observed, 
My private actions seriously o'erviewed. 
My thoughts recalled, and what of them ensued, 
Are books, which better far instruct me can, 
Than all the other paper-works of man ; 
And some of these I may be reading, too, 
Where'er I go, or whatsoe'er I do. 

George Wither. 

i 



ON LEXICOGRAPHY. 

Si quern dura manet Sententia Judicis olini 
Damnatum aerumius suppliciisque caput ; 
Himc neque fabrili lassent ergastula massa 
Nee rigidas vexent fossa me tall a manus : 
Lexica contexat nam csetera quid moror omnes 
Poenarum facies hie labor unus habet. 

JOS. SCAXIGER 

Is there a wretch whose crimes a sentence crave 
Of toil -and torture, till he reach the grave : — 
Let not the mill his wasted body wear ; 
Let not the mine immerse him in despair : 
'•Make Dictionaries" be the doom assigned, 
All other punishments are there combined. 

Lord Neaves. 



\ 



THE WILD OAKLAND. 243 



LITHOGBAPHY. 

ON THE FIRST IMPRESSION FROM ACKERMAN'S LITHOGRAPHIC PRESS. 



I have been told of one, 

Who, being asked for bread, 

In its stead, 
Returned a stone. 

But here we manage better, 

The stone we ask 

To do its task, 
And it returns us every letter. 

W. Combe (Author of " Dr. Syntax"). 



BABD v. DUNCE. 

Though 'tis a fate that's pretty sure, 
If born a poet, to be poor ; 
I'd rather be a bard by birth, 
Than live the richest dunce on earth. 



THE PBAISE OF POETS. 

If only when they're dead, you poets praise, 
I own I'd rather have your blame always. 

EURICIUS CORDUS, A GERMAN POET. 



A GOOD BETBEAT. 

When Charles, at once a monarch and a wit, 

Some smooth soft flattery read, by Waller writ, — 

Waller, who erst to sing was not ashamed, 

That Heaven in storms great Cromwell's soul had clainfed,* 

Turned to the bard, and with a smile, said he, 

" Your strains for Noll excel your strains for me." 

The bard, his cheeks with conscious blushes red, 

Thus to the King returned, and bowed his head : 

" Poets, so Heaven and all the Nine decreed,' 

In fiction better than in truth succeed." 



* This line refers to the circumstance of Cromwell dying dviYYCv^ >&% T^a^ofe.'' 
which the most violent storm then ever known, in E.ng\&nA YuA Yug«&.. ^^.V^ 
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ON A COPY OF BUNYAN'S WORKS. 

Bunyan's famed Pilgrim rests that shelf upon ; 
A genius rare bat rude was honest John ; 
Not one who, early by the muse beguiled, 
Drank from her well the waters undented ; 
Not one who slowly gained the hill sublime, 
Then often sipped, and little at a time ; 
But one who dabbled in the sacred springs, 
And drank them muddy, mixed with baser things. 

Cbabbe. 



TUSSER.* 

Tusser ! they tell me when thou wert alive, 
Thou, teaching thrift thyself, could'st never thrive ; 
So, like the whetstone, many men are wont 
To sharpen others when themselves are blunt. 



NO ROYAL ROAD TO LEARNING. 

Learning is labour, call it what you will,— 

Upon the youthful mind a heavy load ; 

Nor must we hope to find the royal road. 

Some with easy steps the way to science show, 

Some e'en to heaven itself their by-way know : 

Ah ! trust them not. Who fame and bliss would share, 

Must learn by labour, and must live by care. 



PURITY. 

Curbed be the verse, how well soe'er it flow, 
That tends to make one worthy man my foe ; 
Give virtue scandal, innocence a fear ; 
Or from the soft-eyed virgin steal a tear. 



Pope. 



ON EPIGRAMS. 

To epigrams no wonder Joe is partial, 
There is a gen'ral rage for what is Martial. 



* Author oi a YjooVl otv ItaoTvotcAiCftl Farming. 
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THE EPIGRAM. 

Nil aliud satire quam sunt epigrammata longa, 
Est praeter satiram nil epigramma brevem. 

Nil satirsB, si non sapiant epigrammata, pungunt, 
Ni satiram sapiat, nil epigrammata juvat. 

John Awen. 



HOW TO MAKE AN EPIGRAM. 

Take a portion of wit, 

And fashion it fit, 
Like a needle with point and with eye,- 

A point that can wound, 

An eye to look round, — 
And at folly and vice let it fly. 



SENTIMENTAL, MORAL AND PHILOSOPHICAL. 

PERSONAL. 

LINES ADDRESSED TO A FRIEND ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

FROM AN ARABIAN POET. 

The beautiful thought contained in this poem, has been well 
expressed in the translations of two eminent Oriental scholars, Sir 
William Jones, and Mr. Carlyle, formerly Professor of Arabic at 
Cambridge. The reader may compare them, and judge. The 
latter is cited by Whately in his " Rhetoric" as an example of per- 
fect antithesis. 

Sir William Jones's. 

On parents' knees, a naked, new-born child, 
Weeping thou sat'st, while all around thee smiled ; 
So live that, sinking to thy life's last sleep, 
Calm thou may'st smile while all around thee weep. 

Mr. Carlyle's. 

When born, — in tears we saw thee drowned, — 
Whilst thine assembled friends around, 

With smiles their joy confessed : 
So live, that at thy parting hour, 
They may the flood of sorrow pour, 

And thou in smiles be dressed. 
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ESSAY ON MAN. 

At ten a child ; at twenty wild ; 

At thirty tame, — if ever ; 
At forty wise ; at fifty rich ; 

At sixty, good, — or never. 



OLD AGE WITHOUT WISDOM. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

Age is the heaviest burden man can bear, — 
Compound of disappointment, pain, and care ; 
For when the mind's experience comes at length, 
It comes to mourn the body's loss of strength ; 
Resigned to ignorance all our better days, 
Knowledge just ripens when the man decays ; 
One ray of light the closing eye receives, 
And wisdom only takes what folly leaves. 

B. Cumberland. 



GRAY HAIRS. 

FROM THE GREEK OF PHILO. 

A hoart head, with sense combined, 
Claims veneration from mankind : 
But, if with folly joined, it bears 
The badge of ignominious years. 



Bland, Jun. 



YOUTH. 



Thb pliant soul of erring youth 
Is like soft wax, or moistened clay, — 

Apt to receive all heavenly truth, 
Or yield to tyrant ill the sway. 

Shun evil in your early years, 
And manhood may to virtue rise ; 

But he who in his youth appears 
A fool, in age will ne'er be wise. 

R. WlLKS. 



/.__ 
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THE HAPPY FAMILY. 

ADDRESSED TO HIS CHILDREN IN HIS SEVENTY-THIRD YEAR, WHEN IN 
j DECLINING HEALTH, AND HIS SIGHT NEARLY LOST, 

I BY R. L. EDGEWORTH. 

With boys and girls, a baker's dozen, 

With many a friend, and many a cousin, 

The happy father sees them all 

Attentive to his slightest call ; 

Their time, their talents, and their skill, 

Are guided by his sovereign will ; 

And e'en their wishes take their measure 

From what they think the patriarch's pleasure. 

44 How does he rule them ? — by what arts?" — 

He knows the way to touch their hearts. 



THE CARES OF MAN. 

FROM METASTASIO. 

If every man's internal care 
Were written on his brow, 

How many would our pity share, 
Who raise our envy now ! 



HUMILITY. 

The loaded bee the lowest flies ; 
The richest pearl the deepest lies ; 
The stalk the most replenished 
Doth bow the most its modest head. 
Thus deep humility we find 
The mark of every master mind ; 
The highest gifted lowliest bends, 
And merit meekest condescends, 
And shuns the fame that fools adore, — 
That puff that bids the feather soar. 

Colton. 



WRITTEN ON A WINDOW. 

Where'er the diamond's busy point could pass, 

See what deep wounds have pierced the middle glass ! 

No wonder this ! for e'en in life 'tis so : 

High fortunes stand unreached, unseen the low, 

But middle states are marks for every blow. 
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HIGH AND LOW. 

BY GEOBGE GRANVILLE — LORD LANSDOWNE. 

Good unexpected, evil unforeseen, 
Appear by turns, as Fortune shifts the scene : 
Some, raised aloft, come tumbling down amain, 
And fall so hard, they bound and rise again. 



POPE IMITATED. 

How weak is man to Reason's judging eye ! 
Born in this moment, in the next we die ; 
Part mortal clay, and part ethereal fire, 
Too proud to creep, too humble to aspire. 

West. 



EPITOME OF MAN'S LIFE. 

Childhood in toys delights ; 

And youth in sports as vain ; 
Mid age has many cares and frights ; 

Old age is full of pain. 



THE FOUR AGES OF WOMAN. 

PROM THE FRENCH. 

Woman is 
In infancy, a tender flower, — 

Cultivate her ; 
A floating barque in girlhood's hour,- 

Lightly freight her ; 
A fruitful vine when grown a lass, — 

Prune and please her; 
Old, she's a heavy charge, alas I 

Support and ease her. 



ON LIFE. 



The world is but an opera show, — 
We come, look round, and then we go. 

C. Gryphitjs. 
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MANKIND. 

Man is a very worm by birth, 

Vile reptile, weak and vain ! 
Awhile he crawls upon the earth, 

Then shrinks to earth again. 

Swift. 



HUMAN LIFE. 

Behold the child, by Nature's kindly law, 
Pleased with a rattle, tickled with a straw ; 
Some livelier plaything gives his youth delight, 
A little louder, but as empty quite : 
Scarfs, garters, gold, amuse the riper sage, 
And beads and prayer-books are the toys of age ; 
Pleased with this bauble still, as that before, 
Till tired he sleeps, and life's poor play is o'er. 

Pope. 



LIFE. 



I wouldn't live for ever ; 

I wouldn't if I could : 
But I needn't fret about it ; 

For I couldn't if I would. 



THE STAGE OF LIFE. 

Our life's a journey on a winter's day : 
Some only break their fast, and so away ; 
Others stay dinner, and depart full fed ; 
The longest age but sups, and goes to bed : 
He's most in debt that lingers out the day ; 
Who dies betimes has all the less to pay. 

From T. Brown's Epigrams. 



EARTH. 



Earth walks on earth like glittering gold ; 
Earth says to earth, We are but mould; 
Earth builds on earth castles and towers ; 
Earth says to earth, All shall be ours. 
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THE PURE AND ZEALOUS PARSON. 

Wide was his parish — houses far asunder — 

But he neglected nought for rain or thunder ; 

In sickness and in grief to visit all, 

The farthest in his parish, great and small : 

Always on foot, and in his hand a stave. 

This fine example to his flock he gave, 

That first he wrought, and afterwards he taught ; 

Out of the Gospel he that lesson caught ; 

And this new figure added he thereto, 

That if gold rust, then what should iron do ? 

Chaucer. 



THE FEVER ARGUMENT. 

Health chiefly keeps the Atheist in the dark ; 
A fever argues better than a clerk : 
Let but the logic in his pulse decay, 
The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray. 
Cyrus, who makes so merry with his creed, 
He almost thinks he disbelieves indeed ; 
But only thinks so ; to give both their due, 
Satan and he believe, and tremble too. 



REFLECTIONS OVER A PIPE OF TOBACCO AND 
PINCH OF SNUFF. 

Whilst smoke arises from my pipe, 

Thus to myself I say ; 
Why should I anxious be for life, 

Which vanishes away ? 

Our social snuff-boxes convey 

The same ideas just ; 
As if they silently would say, 

Let's mingle dust with dust. 



KNOWLEDGE AND WISDOM. 

Knowledge and wisdom, far from being one, 
Have ofttimes no connection : knowledge dwells 
In heads replete with thoughts of other men ; 
Wisdom in minds attentive to their own. 
Knowledge is proud thai she has learned so much ; 
Wisdom is humble tha\ s\\e"kno , «s> yio mew. 
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KNOWLEDGE. 

FROM THE LATIN OF OWEN. 

When little more than boy in age, 
I deemed myself almost a sage ; 
But now seem worthier to be styled, 
For ignorance, almost a child. 



SELF-KNOWLEDGE. 

One bowing to me, I'd seen long ago, 
Said I, " Who art ?" He said, " I do not know ;" 
I said, " I know thee ;" " I," said he, " know you ; 
But he who knows himself, I never knew." 



WISE MEN— Pro. 

The wise men were but seven ; now we scarce know 
As many fools, the world so wise doth grow. 

WISE MEN— Con. 

In these two terms all people we comprise : 
Some men are wise, but most are otherwise. 



FOLLY AND WISDOM. 

To borrow Folly's cap and bells, 

Though Wisdom oft descends ; 
Yet Folly, to her cost, doth find 

That WUdom never lends. 

That Wisdom oft hath played the fool, 

Is seen in every age ; 
But here the bargain ends, for ne'er \ 

Hath Folly played ttie &&%*. 
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WISDOM. 
FROM THE GREEK. 

Extremes of fortune are true wisdom's test ; 
And he's of men most wise, who bears them best. 



ASKING ADVICE. 

Determined beforehand, we gravely pretend 
To ask the opinion and thoughts of a friend ; 
Should his differ from ours, on any pretence, 
We pity his want of good judgment and sense ; 
But if he falls into and natters our plan, 
We really do think him a sensible man. 



SIC VITA. 



Like to the falling of a star, 
Or as the flights of eagles are ; 
Or like the fresh spring's gaudy hue, 
Or silver drops of morning dew ; 
Or like the wind that chafes the flood, 
Or bubbles which on water stood : 
E'en such is man, whose borrowed light 
Is straight called in and paid to-night : 
The wind blows by, the bubble dies ; 
The spring entombed in autumn lies ; 
The dew dries up, the star is shot ; 
The flight is past, and man forgot. 

Dr. Henry King. 



THE SPAETAN. 

FROM THE GREEK OF JTJLIANUS. 

A Spartan, his companion slain, 

Alone from battle fled ; 
His mother, kindling with disdain 

That she had borne him, struck him dead ; 
For courage, and not birth alone, 

In Sparta testinea a aon. 
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SENTIMENTAL, MORAL AND PHILOSOPHICAL. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 



BY HORACE WALPOLE, ON BECOMING EARL OF 
ORFORD. 

An estate and an earldom at seventy-four ; 

Had I sought them, or wished them, 'twould add one 

fear more, — 
That of making a countess, when almost fourscore : 
But Fortune, who scatters her gifts out of season, 
Though unkind to my limbs, has still left me my reason ; 
And, whether she lowers or lifts me, I'll try, 
In the plain simple style I have lived in, to die : 
For ambition too humble, for meanness too high. 



CHANGE OF SENTIMENT. 

BY THE LATE PRINCESS AMELIA. 

Unthinking, idle, wild, and young, 

I laughed, and danced, and talked, and sung ; 

And proud of health, of freedom vain, 

Dreamed not of sorrow, care, or pain ; 

Concluding in those hours of glee, 

That all the world was made for me. 

But when the days of trial came, 

When sickness shook this trembling frame ; 

When folly's gay pursuits were o'er, 

And I could dance and sing no more, 

It then occurred, how sad 'twould be, 

Were this world only made for me. 



THE COMMON GOOD. 

Know, Nature's children all divide her care : 
The fur that warms a monarch, warm'd a bear. 
While man exclaims — " See all things for my use !" 
" See man for mine !" — replies a pampered goose. 
And just as short of reason he must fall, 
Who thinks all made for one — uoto ona Iot tfk. 
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THE THBACIAN. 

FBOM THE LATIN OF VINCENT BOURNE. 



Thbaoian parents, at its birth, 
Mourn their babe with many a tear, 

But with undissembled mirth 
Place him breathless on his bier. 

Greece and Borne, with equal scorn, 
" O the savages ! " exclaim, 

44 Whether they rejoice or mourn, 
Well entitled to the name ! " 

But the cause of this concern 
And this pleasure would they trace, 

Even they might somewhat learn 
From the savages of Thrace. 



IMMOBTALITY. 

FBOM THE GERMAN. 

Cjcsab ! I do not envy thee 
A conq'ror's immortality : 
If immortality be mine, 
Be it, Socrates, like thine ! 



GliZIM. 



A WISH. 



The various ills below content I'll bear ; 

Grant me, indulgent Heaven ! this sole request,- 
Nor life to overprize, nor death to fear ; 

Let Fortune shuffle as she please the rest. 



WISHES. 

My wishes are but few ; 

All easy to fulfil ; 
I make the limits of my power 

The bounds unto iny will. 

I fear no care for gold ; 

Well-doing is my wealth ; 
My mind to me k& em$\TO is^ 

'While grace afLox^Oo.\ie^Xx. 
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I WISH THEE WELL. 

If wishing only were the muse's task, 
And but to wish would give thee all I ask, 
I'd wish thee all that tongue or pen can tell, 
In this one, honest wish, — " I wish thee well ! " 

L. H. C. 



RICHES. 

FBOM THE GREEK OF LUCIAN. 

The riches of the mind alone are true ; 

All other wealth only more trouble brings. 
To him the title of a rich man's due, 

Who's able to make use of his good things. 
But he whose mind on calculation dwells, 

Intent on heaping money upon money ; 
He, like the bee, adds to the hive new cells, 

Out of which others will extract the honey. 



THE LADY'S WISH. 

If it be true, celestial powers ! 

That you have formed me fair ; 
And yet in all my vainest hours, 

My mind has been my care. 

Then in return I beg this grace, 

As you were ever kind, — 
What envious time takes from my face, 

Bestow upon my mind. 



THE MIND KNOWN BY ITS DEEDS. 

FROM SPENSER'S " FAERIE QUEENS." 

" The gentle minde by gentle deeds is knowne :' 
For a man by nothing is so well bewrayed 
As by his manners, in which, plalna \a ^orcraa 
Of what degree and what taco \ie is £tcywr\». 
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TO MY LOOKING-GLASS. 

Ah ! that my heart were pure as thee ! 

As free from blemish and from stain ; 
Or that each spot that's there could be 

As easily wiped off again. 



HATE. 

Alas ! to think that love decays, 
And friendship wears with length of days, 
And hands disjoin and hearts dissever, - 
But hate should live and grow for ever ! 

Tableton. 



SLOTH THE CAUSE OF ENNUI. 

Op those who time so ill support, 

The calculation's wrong ; 
Else, why is life accounted short, 

While days appear so long ? 

By action 'tis, we life enjoy ; 

In idleness we're dead ; 
The soul's a fire will self destroy, 

If not with fuel fed. 

Voltaire. 



HONOUB. 

Honour's a sacred tie, the law of kings, 

The noble mind's distinguishing perfection, 

That aids and strengthens virtue when it meets her, 

And imitates her actions where she is not. 

It ought not to be sported with. 

Addison. 



HEALTH. 

INSCRIBED ON A GROTTO NEAR A STREAM. 
FROM THE GREEK. 

Health, rose-lipped cherub, haunts this spot ; 

She slumbers oft in yonder nook ; 
If in the shade you find her not, 

Plunge — and you'll find her in the brook. 
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MONITION TO THE LADIES. 

Myrtilla, rising with the dawn, 
Steals roses from the blushing morn ; 
But when Myrtilla sleeps till ten, 
Aurora steals them back again. 



HUMAN GREATNESS. 

We gaze on a billow with wonder and awe, 
Swelling high as it threatens the shore ; 

Till, broken and lost, we forget what we saw, 
And think of that billow no more. 

So the pomp of the great, so the fame of the brave, 

So the treasures of glory and pride, 
Though they mount on the flood, like the high swelling 

wave, 
Like that, too, must ebb with the tide. 



VITREUM ET VINUM. 

Glass doth bewray, and even so doth wine : 

This shows the mind, and that the form's outline ; 

As crystal represents the body's grace, 

So the mind's features in men's cups we trace. 

Bernard Bauhusius. (1620.) 



ON WIT. 



True wit is like the brilliant stone, 

Dug from the Indian mine, 
Which boasts two various powers in one, 

To cut as well as shine. 
Genius, like this, if polished right, 

With the same gifts abounds : 
Appears at once both, keen tt&A.\xn$A* 

And sparkles whilst it wownAft. 
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ELEGANT WIT. 

As in smooth oil, the razor best is whet, 
So wit is by politeness sharpest set ; 
Their want of edge from their offence is seen : 
Both pain us least when exquisitely keen. 

Dr. Young. 



TO A YOUNG WIT. 

Nature has done her part, do thou but thine ; 
Learning and sense let decency refine : 
For vain applause transgress not virtue's rules ; 
A witty sinner is the worst of fools. 



THE HAPPY MEDIUM. 

Too much or too little wit, 
Doth only render the owner fit 
For nothing but to be undone, 
Much easier than if he'd none. 



Sam. Butler. 



JESTS. 



All things are big with jest ; nothing that's plain. 
But may be witty, if thou hast the vein. 

Herbert. 



FIRMNESS. 

Tender-handed, stroke a nettle, 

And it stings you for your pains ; 
Grasp it like a man of mettle, 

And it soft as silk remains. 
'Tis the same with vulgar natures ; 

Use them kindly they rebel ; 
Be as rough, as nutmeg-graters, 

And the rogues ohe^ ^o\x^£&. 



kk&.Qr& \ix\Ai.. 
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ON LIBERTY. 

Better to sit in Freedom's hall, 
With cold damp floor and mouldering wall, 
Than to bend the neck, and to bow the knee, 
In the proudest palace of slavery. 

Oleabius. 



THE PBISON. 

A pbison is a house of care, 
A place where none can thrive, — 

A touchstone true to try a friend, 
A grave for men alive. 



TBUTH. 

14 FAB BST AB HOSTB DOCERI." — VlBGIL. 

Seize upon truth where'er tis found — 
Amongst your Mends, amongst your foes, 

On Christian or on heathen ground ; 
The flower's divine where'er it grows. 



ON SWEABLNG. 

Soldier, so jealous of thy sovereign's fame, 
Why so profane, profuse of a superior name ? 
For thy king's sake the brunt of battles bear ; 
And for the King of kings' sake, do not swear. 



INTESTINE DISCORD. 

Thus when you see this land by faction tossed, 
Her nobles slain, her laws, her freedom lost, 
Let this reflection from the action flow, 
We ne'er from foreign foes can ruin know ; 
Oh ! let us then intestine discord shun ; 
We ne'er can be but by ouxsetoea TOifoyufe. 



\ 
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SWEAR NOT AT ALL. 

Weak is the excuse that is on custom built ; 
The use of sinning lessens not the guilt. 



ON SEEING A FLY BURNT IN A CANDLE. 

See how around the gaudy flame 

The giddy insect flies ; 
Till, fluttering on with fatal aim, 

It drops at last and dies. 

Just so in pleasure's sultry maze, 
The victim courts his doom ; 

Awhile he wantons in the blaze ; 
Then sinks into the tomb. 



WRITTEN UNDER A PRINT REPRESENTING PERSONS 
SKATING. 

O'er crackling ice, o'er gulfs profound, 
With nimble glide the skaters play ; 

O'er treach'rous pleasure's flow'ry ground, 
Thus lightly skim and haste away. 

Dr. Johnson. 



ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK BLIND BY 
LIGHTNING. 

Sure 'twas by Providence designed, 

Rather in pity than in hate, 
That he should be, like Cupid, blind, 

To save him from Narcissus' fate. 

Goldsmith. 



THE ADIEU. 

An adieu should in utterance die ; ; 

If written should faintly appear ; | 

Only heard in fhe \>xfc«&\i oi a. ^\^a.\ I 

Only seen in ftie Atop oi a. tewt. V N 



THE WILD GARLAND. 261 



ON A TEAR. 

FROM METASTASIO. 

In tears, the heart oppressed with grief 
Gives language to its woes ; 

In tears its fulness finds relief, 
When rapture's tide o'erflows. 

Who then for perfect bliss would seek, 

On this terrestrial sphere, 
When e'en delight can only speak, 

Like sorrow, in a tear ? 



PHILOSOPHY. 

For every ill beneath the sun, 
There is some remedy, or none. 
Should there be one, resolve to find it ; 
If not, submit ; and never mind it. 



THE PHILOSOPHY OF SPEECH. 

If you from slips 

Would keep your lips, 
Five things observe with care : 

Of whom you speak, 

To whom you speak, 
And how, and when, and where. 



ON SCANDAL. 

Believe not each aspersing tongue, 
As some weak persons do ; 

But" always feel that story wrong 
Which ought not to be true. 



AN ENDLESS TASK. 

Who seeks to please all men each way, 

And not himself offend, 
He may begin his way to-Aav, 

But who knows wheii WYL «n.W 
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ON SLANDER. 

mnn nc a ooxpaxt wuxmb SLismn kxgbosskb the 
coxtebsaxiox. 

Swrbt to the scent's the smiling briar. 

Yet. touched, it giyes us pain ; 
The stream, which we bo much admire. 

Uote,to(d ^ -^ i 

The painting that delights the eye, 

To shades its beauty owes ; 
On the same humble shrub we spy 

The thorn and blushing rose. 

No mortal erer yet was made 

From imperfection free : 
Angels themselves have some small shade ; 

Heaven wills it thus should be. 

Mercy to others' failings show, 

As yon would be forgiven ; 
The best man's lot, alas ! is woe, 

Were mercy not in heaven. 



MERIT AND REWARD. 

How seldom, friend ! a good great man inherits 

Honour or wealth, with all his worth and pains ! 
It sounds like stories from the land of spirits. 
If any man obtain that which he merits, 
Or any merit that which he obtains. 



REPLY TO THE ABOVE. 

Fob shame, dear friend ; renounce this canting strain ! 

What would" st thou have a good great man obtain ? 

Place ? titles ? salary ? a gilded chain ? 

Or throne of corpses which his sword had slain ? 

Greatness and goodness are not means, but ends ! 

Hath he not always treasures, always friends. 

The good great man? Three treasures: love, and light, 

And calm thoughts, regular &*\iA*,\iV«\Keftftb\ 

And three firm friends, toot* ware \\iv\t* &k$ ww\\v\^\V 

Himself, his Mulrer, andt\\e Angel l>eat\i> 
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NOBILITY OF BLOOD. 

V 

Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow, 
The rest is all but leather and prunella. 
What can ennoble fools, or knaves, or cowards ? 
Nothing ; not all the blood of all the Howards. 

Drtden. 



ABUNDANCE. 

FROM the greek. 

Abundance is a blessing to the wise ; 

The use of riches in discretion lies : 

Learn this, ye men of wealth ! A heavy purse 

In a fool's pocket is a heavy curse. 



MAGNANIMITY. 

How great thy might let none by mischief know, 
But what thou canst by acts of kindness show : 
A power to hurt is no such noble thing ; 
The toad can poison, and the serpent sting. 



RIGHT AND WRONG. 

Do right ; though pain and anguish be thy lot, 
Thy heart will cheer thee when the pain's forgot : 
Do wrong for pleasure's sake, — then count thy gains, — 
The pleasure soon departs, the sin remains ! 

Shuttleworth, Bishop of Chichester. 



ON WOMEN. 

In paradise a woman caused all 

The ruin of mankind by Adam's fell ; \ 

What wonder, then, if they o'etcome \» YtBte, » 

When we're more weak, and they ^ita$%*&fefct\j 
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MRS. NORTON. 

When the Hon. Mrs. Norton was applied to, on Hood's death, for 
a contribution to the fund then raising for his destitute widow, and 
headed by Sir Robert Peel with a donation of £50, she promptly 
sent a liberal subscription with the following lines. Poetry, pun- 
ning, and piety, all of the genuine sort have seldom been more 
happily united. 

To cheer the widow's heart in her distress, 
To make provision for the fatherless, 
Is but a Christian's duty ; and none should 
Resist the heart-appeal of Widow Hood. 



i 



FORTUNE. 

When fortune seems to smile, 'tis then I fear 
Some lurking ill, some hidden mischief near : 
Used to her frowns, I stand upon my guard, 
And, armed in virtue, keep my soul prepared. 
Fickle and false to others she may be ; 
I can complain but of her constancy. 

Lord Lansdowne. 



SYMPATHY. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF GOETHE. 

Or bathed in bliss, or overwhelmed in woe, 
The heart must still require a kindred heart : 

Divided joy bids double joy o'erflow, 
And pain, divided, loses half its smart. 

R. A. D. 



SORROW. 



never sit we down and say 
There's iiottmi£\efc\Kti. sorrow. 

We walk. t\ie toV&ti\&«& \,o-&&?g , 
Tb.e pTomiae&\&Ti&\.e>-mQirto^. 



/ 



THE WILD GARLAND. 265 



ON HOPE. 

Hope, heaven-born cherub, still appears, 
Howe'er misfortune seems to lower : 

Her smile the threatening tempest clears, 
And is the rainbow of the shower ! 



HOPE. 



The wretch, condemned with life to part, 

Yet, still on hope relies ; 
And every pang that rends the heart 

Bids expectation rise. 

Hope, like the glimmering taper's light, 

Adorns and cheers the way, 
And still, as darker grows the night, 

Emits a brighter ray. 

Goldsmith. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

Land, gold, and trifles, many give or lend ; 
But he that stoops in fame is a rare Mend. 
In friendship's orb thou art the brightest star ; 
Before thy fame, mine thou preferrest far. 

Jeremy Taylor, from Martial. 



EARLY ATTACHMENTS. 

That months of youth are years of time, 

Old hearts in fading bosoms tell : 
On friendships formed in that sweet prime, 

Remembrance fondly loves to dwell. 

John Galt. 



FRIENDS. 



I love a friend that's frank and just, 

To whom a tale I can entiu&V, 
But when a man's to slan&ex graca, 
From such a friend, protect me % \iwi«ttA 



\ 
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FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE. 

Friendship is constant in all other things 
Save in the office and affairs of love ; 
Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues 
Let every eye negotiate for itself, 
And trust no agent ; for beauty is a witch, 
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. 

Shakespeare. 



ON FRIENDSHIP. 

Friendship, like love, is but a name, 
Unless to one yon stint the flame. 
The child, whom many fathers share, 
Hath seldom known a father's care. 
'Tis thus in friendships ; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 



Gay. 



ON FLATTERERS. 

No mischief worthier of our fear 

In nature can be found 
Than friendship, in aspect sincere, 

But hollow and unsound ; 
For lulled into a dangerous dream 

We close enfold a foe, 
Who strikes, when most secure we seem, 

The inevitable blow. 



THE COMFORTS OF THE SEASONS. 

In Summer's cool shade, how delightful to sit ! 

In Winter, how social, when few friends are met ! 

In Autumn ripe fruits our palates regale ; 

In Spring we delight in the blossomed sweet vale. 

Each season has pleasure and blessings in store ! | | 

Be contented and happy, and wish for no more ; | I 

For know the best season to \aax$i *xv&. \r> %in^^ i ! 

Is Summer — is 'Win.tex— \s kutox^— \&^to^ I ! 
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THE FABMEB'S CBEED. 

BY SIB JOHN SINCLAIB, BART., PRESIDENT OF THE BOARD OF 
AGRICULTURE. 

Let this be held the farmer's creed : 
For stock look out the choicest breed ; 
In peace and plenty let them feed ; 
Tour land sow with the best of seed, 
Let it not dung or dressing need ; 
Inclose and drain it with all speed ; 
And yon will soon be rich indeed. 



THE FABMEB'S OENTENABY CONTBASTED. 

ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE CAUSES OF AGRICULTURAL DISTRESS. 

In 1722 : The man to the plough ; 
The wife to the cow ; 
The girl to the sow ; 
The boy to the mow ; 
And your rents will be netted. 

From Hone's Works. 

In 1822 : Best man tally ho ! 
The girl piano ; 
The wife silk and satin ; 
The boy Greek aflid Latin ; 
And you'll all be gazetted. 

From the "Times." 



THE BED AND WHITE BOSES BLENDED. 

While Bed and White Bose dwelt as neighbours long, 

Their rivalry for foremost place was strong ; 

But now both roses in one blossom blend, 

In happiest mode the quarrel finds its end. 

A single rose springs up, and blooms, 'tis true ; 

Tet hath it all th' endowments of the two ; 

Since in itself of either rose the grace, 

Form, beauty, colour, health and strength find place. 

Let him who's loved either rose alone, 

Find the whole charm still in the blended one. 

But woe to him who union hates and scorns ; 

For this same rose hath yet for foes its ttusnA. 
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FORGIVENESS. 



i 



It is the duty of a man 

To bless his greatest foe, 
And shield the arm that late was raised 

To work his direst woe. 

Just so the scented sandal-tree, 

In all its pride and bloom, 
Sheds on the axe that lays it low 

A sweet and rich perfume. 



LIFE IN LONDON. 

IMITATION OF GBEEK VEBSES. 

Can we through London streets be led, 

Without rejoicing as we tread ? 

The city's wealth our eye surveys, 

The court attracts our lighter gaze ; , 

Whilst charity her arm extends, 

And sick and poor find hosts of friends. 

Wit sparkles round our rosy wine, 

And beauty boasts her charms divine ; 

Music prolongs our festive nights, 

And morning calls to fresh delights ; 

A London residence then give, 

For here alone I seem to five. 

From " The Adventurer.' 



REPLY TO THE ABOVE. 

Can London streets by man be trod 
Without repenting on the road ? 
Where nobles 'whelmed in shame or debt, 
And bankrupts swell each sad gazette ; 
All-licensed death our frame attacks, 
And to his aid calls hosts of quacks ; 
False smiles on beauty's face appear, 
And wit evap'rates in a sneer ; 
Dangers impede our days' delights, 
And vermin vex our sleepless nights ; 
From London then let's quickly fly, 
In rural shades to live and die. 

From " The Adventubeb.' 



THE ACORN. 

See from an acorn how the oak is spread, 
Uplifting to the skies its towering head ; 
Matured by time it leaves the verdant plain, 
And big with vengeance ploughs the azure main ; 
Here all our safety, all our wealth arise ; 
Thus Briton's bulwark in an acorn lies. 



ROME. 



Of old was Rome from Gallic thrall 

Saved by a goose, they say; 
From Rome's own sons the bird of Gaul * 

Saves Rome in modern day. 

W. H. Draper. 



ON NIGHT. 

Mysterious night ! when our first parent knew 
Thee, from report divine, and heard thy name, 
Did he not tremble for this lovely frame, 

This glorious canopy of light and blue ? 

Yet, 'neath a curtain of translucent dew, 
Bathed in the rays of the great setting flame, 
Hesperus with the host of heaven came, 

And lo ! creation widened in man's view. 

Who could have thought such darkness lay concealed 
Within thy beams, sun ? or who could find, 

Whilst fly, and leaf, and insect stood revealed, 
That to such countless orbs thou mad'st us blind ? 

Why do we, then, shun death with anxious strife ? 

If light can thus deceive, wherefore not life ? 



PROFESSIONAL COSTUME. 

Parsons and lawyers both you'll find 
By mourning suits are known ; 

Those for the sins of all mankind, 
The others for their own. 



* The Eagle of France. 
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LOCKE AND CANNING. 

ON THE PORTRAIT OF LOCKS BEING DISPLACED IN THE HALL OF 

OHBI8TCHUBCH, OXFORD, TO MAKE BOOM FOB THE PICTURE 

OF MB. CANNING. 

*'8equitar Haud Passibus CEquis." 

In Ohristohurch Hall, with worthies stored, 
In room of Locke is Canning placed, 

To note— that with posterity 

His fame shall rise in just degree 
As "toleration" is effaced, 
And " human understanding " lowered. 



ON THE FIEST WATER-MILL. 

BY ANTIPATEB, A SYRIAN POET, SUPPOSED TO HAVE LIVED ABOUT 70 
YEARS BEFORE CHRIST. TRANSLATED IN " CHAMBERS' S JOURNAL." 

Ye maids who toiled so faithful at the mill, 

Now cease from work, and from these toils be still ; 

Sleep now till dawn, and let the birds with glee 

Sing to the ruddy morn on bush and tree ; 

For what your hands performed so long, so true, 

Ceres has charged the water-nymphs to do ; 

They come, the limpid sisters, to her call, 

And on the wheel with dashing fury fall ; 

Impel the axle with a whirling sound, 

And make the massy millstone reel around, 

And bring the floury heaps luxuriant to the ground. 



TO BISHOP JEWEL. 

Holy learning, sacred arts ; 

Gifts of nature, strength of parts ; 

Fluent grace, an humble mind ; 

Worth reformed and wit refined ; 

Sweetness both in tongue and pen ; 

Insight both of books and men ; 

Hopes in woe, and fears in weal ; 

Humble knowledge, sprightly zeal ; 

A liberal heart, and free from gall ; 

Close to Mends, and true to all ; 

Height oi courage mtaofto?* fa&, 

Are the atones that msA* ^\a "5e^^. 
Let bam that -would^ \,t\&3 ^**V 
"Wear this jewel tai'baft'tatfcasfc. 
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EVE'S CURIOSITY. 

When Eve would try, but to her cost, 

Th' experiment of evil, 
That she with gods might wisdom boast, 

And cunning with the devil ; 

Too soon the knowledge she obtained ; 

Too late she cursed the prize : 
Oh ! had she but a fool remained, 

We should have all been wise ! 



ON GIBBON. 

Enthusiasts, Lutherans, and Monks, 
Jews, Syndics, Calvinists, and Funks, 

Gibbon an Atheist call ; 
Whilst he, unhurt, in placid mood, 
To prove himself a Christian good, 

Kindly forgives them all. 



EPIGRAMS IN DISTICH. 

POVERTY. 

He who in his pocket has no money, 

Should, in his mouth, be never without honey. 



LUXURY. 



We give to ridicule but too much handle, 
When we burn wax, who cannot buy a candle. 



WIT WITH INDISCRETION. 

Tom has got wit ; but 'tis a sad disaster ; 

Tom's wit, like a wild horse, may fling his master. 



ON GROWING OLD. 

Birthdays repeat too quick a dismal story ; 
Yield us no joy, but a memento mori. 
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ON THE COUNTRY. 

Fresh air, gay scenes, health, ease, and sweet repose ; 
What hath the giddy town to balance those ? 



/ 



HEALTH. 



nKftinn. 

Fields may extend ; oar bags or titles swell ; 
No man is happy who can't say, " I'm well." 



THE WEATHER-GLASS. 

Emblem of man ! whose spirits sink or rise, 
As fortune shines, or as she clonds the skies. 



CONTRITION. 

Our God requireth the whole heart, or none ; 
And yet He will accept a broken one. 



ON WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

Einos, statesmen, scholars, soldiers, here are dost ! 
Vain man ! be humble : to be great, be just. 



ADVICE. 



Are you ambitious ? Kingdoms you may find : 
The noblest empire is to rule the mind. 



SPEECH. 



From vain rash speech thy tongue, let silence hold; 
A watch o'er words is "better \»\iwo. tfet s>o\5L 

fFBOTfl. XflJ CIA'S .^ "NLklOB. "^k.WK&S^S^ 
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CONVERSATION. 

Should flow like waters after summer showers ; 
Not as if raised by mere mechanic powers. 

Cowpeb. 



FOOLS. 



Fools, to talking ever prone, 

Axe sore to make their follies known. 

Cowper. 



MANNER. 



Manner is all in all, whate'er is writ ; 
The substitute of genius, sense, and wit. 

Cowper. 



TO A FRIEND IN DISTRESS. 

I wish thy lot, now bad, still worse, my friend ! 
For when at worst, they say, things always mend ! 

Cowper's Translation from Owen. 



PRUDENT SIMPLICITY. 

That thou may'st injure no man, dove-like be ; 
And serpent-like, that none may injure thee. 

Cowper's Translation from Owen. 



ON FEAR. 

If evils come not, then our fears are vain ; 
And if they do, fear but augments the pain. 

(This is an equivalent of four Latin lines by Sir Thomas More.) 



WIT. 



Some have at first for wits, then -$ofe\&, -<ga8&ft&. % 
Turned critics next, and proved pVaan iocfca. «fc*S»sk' 



i 
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AMBITION. 

In man ambition is the oommon'st thing ; 
Each one by nature loves to be a king. 

Hebbics 



DAME FORTUNE. 

Bad fortune is a fancy ; she is just, — 

Gives the poor hope ; and sends the rich distrus 



CREDIT. 



See thou thy credit keep ; 'tis quickly gone ; 
'Tis gained by many actions, but 'tis lost by one. 



TREASON. 

Treason doth never prosper : what's the reason ? 
Why, when it prospers, none dare call it treason. 

Sib John Harbin 



DARING. 



With wisdom, daring is great gain : 
Without, it brings disgrace and bane. 

Goldwin S 



WHAT IS HONOUR? 

Not to be captious, not unjustly fight ; 

'Tis to confess what's wrong, and do what's rigl 



ON FORTUNE. 

Fobtune, they say, &ot1a. ©ns too tosk&. to many ; 
But yet she ne\ex gave eno\n$i to 003 . 

Sib. 3o«s> "VLKKKDsware. 
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DODBALIS POTIO. 

A ONCE FAMOUS RECIPE FOB A DRINK OF NIKE INGREDIENTS. 
BY AUSONIUS. 

" Dodba vocor. Quae causa ? Novem species zero. Quae sunt ? 
Jus, aqua, mel, vinum, panis, piper, herba, oleum, sal." 

This distich is remarkable for its happy conclusion ; and equally 
happy is also the following translation by T. 0. H., which is one of 
the best to be found in " Notes and Queries." 

'* Dodba I'm called, of nine things made ; without a fault ; 
Broth, water, honey, wine, bread, pepper, herbs, oil, salt." 



LOYE. 



None without hope e'er loved the brightest fair ; 
But Love can hope, where Reason would despair. 

Sib G. Lyttleton. 



WELL AND ILL. 

If thou do ill, the joy fades, not tfce pains : 
If well, the pain doth fade, thf joy remains. 

George Herbert. 



"A THING BEGUN IS HALF DONE." 

Mackenzie, in " Notes and Queries," writes : — " The following 
epigram from ' Ausonius ' is an amplification of a maxim I have 
seen — * Bene ccepisse est dimidium facti. 1 The first word, which 
Ausonius has not, perhaps makes the maxim truer than the 
distich : 

* Insipe : dimidium facti est, csepisse. Supersit 
Dimidium : rursum hoc incipe ; et officios.' 

' Only begin ; the half is done ; 
Begin again: all will be won.'" 



HUMILITY. 

If any one has served thee, tell the oj^oAo tmwxs \ 
Hast thou served many, te\\. it not to wag . 
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A HINT TO GAMESTERS. 

Accept this advice, you who sit down to play, — 
The best throw of the dice is— to throw them away. 



DRUNKENNESS. 

Bold thief, indeed ! that steals, before his face, 
The man away, and leaves a beast in's place. 



ON SUICIDE. 

When all the blandishments of life are gone, 
The coward creeps to death; the brave lives on. 

(Fbom Martial.) Dr. George Sewell. 



SIR WALTER RALEIGH, OCTOBER 28th, 1618. 

The night before his execution, he was confined in the Gate- 
house prison of the Tower, and appears to have exercised his 
poetical talent in versifying. The following is a sample : 

ON TH^J SNUFF OF A CANDLE. 

Cowards fear to die ; but courage stout, 
Rather than live in snuff, will be put out. 



BIS DAT QUI CITO DAT. 

" Si bene quid facias, facias cito : nam cito factum 
Gratum erit : ingratum gratia tarda facit." 

Ausonius. 

" Give quickly that your gift may please ; 

A tardy gift will rather tease." L. Mackenzie. 



CHARITY. 
' Quas dederis solas semper habebis opes." — Martial v. xliii. 8. 
Who gives to friends, so much xtom'Sfc.te Manxes ; 
That is the only wealth fox e^ex youxs. 
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SENTIMENTAL, MORAL, AND PHILOSOPHICAL. 

ON HAPPINESS. 



TRUE HAPPINESS. 

True happiness is not the growth of earth ; 

The soil is fruitless, if yon seek it there ; 
'Tie an exotic of celestial birth, 

And never blooms but in celestial air. 
Sweet plant of paradise, its seeds are sown, 

In here and there a mind of heavenly mould ; 
It rises slow and buds, but ne'er was known 

To blossom here ; the climate is too cold ! 

R. B. Sheridan. 



THE RICH AND THE POOR MAN. 

Not free from want the rich man, nor alone 
In want the poor ; wants, rich and poor must own ; 
The rich want gems — the poor a frugal feast : 
Both are in want — the poor man's wants are least. 

(Ausonius.)— P. Onslow. 



TRUE RICHES. 

Irus, though wanting gold and lands, 
Lives cheerful, easy, and content ; 

Oorvus unblessed, with twenty hands 
Employed to count his yearly rent. 

Sages of Lombard ! tell me which 
Of these you think possesses more ? 

One, with his poverty, is rich ; 
And one, with all his wealth, is poor. 



THE PINCH OF SNUFF. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE WELSH. 

O'ebwhelmed with cares, and tossed by troubles sore, 
I take a pinch, — and half my sorrow's o'er : 
The potent spell ne'er fails to work, — I sneeze ; 
Another pinch — I'm happy and at ease. 
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THOSE WHO HAVE GREATEST ESTATES NOT 
ALWAYS THE RICHEST MEN. 

Thmy'bk richer who diminish their desires, 
Though their possessions be not amplified, 

Than monarchs, who, in owning large empires, 
Have minds that never will be satisfied. 

For he is poor that wants what he would have ; 
And rich, who haying nought, doth nothing crave. 
By Sib Thomas Ueohard, Knight, 1646. 



/ 



ON THE SPHERES. 

What are those ever turning heavenly spheres, 
But wheels, that from our cradles to our urns, 

Wind up our threads of life, that hourly wears ? 
And they that soonest die, have happiest turns. 

By Thomas Banoboft, 1689. 



LAW AND PHYSIC. 

If mortals would, as Nature dictates, live, 

They need not fees to the physician give. 

If men were wise, they need not have their cause 

Pleaded, prolonged by the ambiguous laws. 

Bartolus then might feeless go to bed, 

And mice corrode Hippocrates unread. 



POWER OF PATIENCE. 

Let him whose present fortune gives him pain, 
Scorn the low vulgar custom to complain ; 
All that withholds his wish, the brave will break ; 
Or silent bear those chains he cannot shake. 



THE WAY TO BE HAPPY. 

" Bear and forbear !" Thus preach the stoic sages, 
And in two words include foe ren&& oi wg&*\ 
" With patience bear liitfs certarnVXte*, wykd&A 
.Forbear those pleasure* fort m^ ^m^." 
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HOME. 

If solid happiness we prize, 
Within our breast this jewel lies, 

And they are fools who roam : 
The world has nothing to bestow; 
From our own selves our joys most flow, 

And that dear hut— our home. 

Cotton. 



ON CONTENT. 

Let this plain truth those ingrates strike 
Who still, though blessed, new blessings crave ; 

That we may all have what we like, 
Simply by liking what we have. 

Horatio Smith. 



MORAL FROM AMBITION. 

Blest be the princes who have fought 
For pompous names, or wide dominion ; 

Since by their error we are taught 
That happiness is but opinion. 



THE SWEETS OF LIFE. 

Three things give every charm to life, 

And every grief control : — 
A mellow vine, a smiling wife, 

And an untainted soul. 
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( SENTIMENTAL, MORAL, AND PHILOSOPHICAL. 

ON TIME. 

BATHOS.— THE POWEB OF TIME. 

BY SWIFT. 

If neither brass nor marble can withstand 
The mortal force of Time's destructive hand, 
If mountains sink to vales, if cities die, 
And lessening rivers mourn their fountain's dry, 
When my old cassock (says a Welsh divine) 
Is out at elbows, why should I repine ? 



YOUTH AND TIME 

Let pleasure be granted to youth ; 

But since human life is soon run, 
And has but — to speak sober truth — 

Twp moments, — let wisdom have one. 

Mademoiselle de Livby, in beply to Voltaibe. 



ON TIME. 

FBOM " LE RAMELET M0UNDE." 

The gay who would be counted wise, 
Think all delight in pastime lies, — 
Nor heed they what the wise condemn, 
Whilst they pass timet time passes them. 



Godelin. 



A GOOD RULE. 

Since, as the serious preach, and prudent say, 
The time and tide will not for mortals stay, 
'Twere well to make that very rule our guide, 
And stay as little for the time and tide. 
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TIME. 

Men do blame Time, while they it spend 
Unto no purpose, or to a bad end. 

Francis Grove, 1638. 



LITE WHILE YOU LIVE. 

The motto of the family arms of Dr. Doddridge was Dum vivimus 
vivamtu — (Live while you live). Under this motto he wrote the 
following lines, which, in the opinion of Dr. Johnson, constituted 
one of the finest epigrams in the English language : 

" Lite while you live," the epicure would say, 
" And seize the pleasures of the present day ;" 
" Live while you live," the sacred preacher cries, 
** And give to God each moment as it flies :" 
Lord I in my view let both united be, — 
I live in pleasure when I live to Thee. 



PRESENT TIME. 

Time was, is past ; thou canst not it recall : 
Time is, thou hast ; employ the portion small : 
Time future is not ; and may never be : 
Time present is the only time for thee. 



LORD RUSSELL. 

Lord Russell on the scaffold, — his thoughts 'tween earth and 

heaven, 
To Dr. Gilbert Burnet (at his side) his watch has given ; 
" Take it, my friend, 'tis time it shows, — no further use to me, 
I'm going where time follows not — where flows eternity." 

J. J. R. 



TRANSLATION OF A DISTICH MADE BY E. SPENCER. 

WBITTEN IN A BOOK BELONGING TO BICHKKD, tkKL «1 <KS«8" 

Let no day pass, pass no past oi Vba tos \ 
Lest thou do pass as das* do ^aaa «ro«3» 
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THE FLIGHT OP TIME. 

FBOM THE SPANISH. 

The days of oar happiness glide last away, 
A year seems a moment, and ages a day; 
But, Fortune converting our smiles into tears, 
What an age a diminutive moment appears ! 

Oh, Fortune ! possessed of so fickle a name, — 
Why only in this ; art thou ever the same ? 
Oh, change ! and bid moments of pleasure move slov 
And give eagle-plumes to the pinions of woe ! 



EXTENSION OF LIFE. 

Such, such a man extends his life's short space, 
And from the goal again renews the race : 
For he lives twice who can at once employ 
The present well, and e'en the past enjoy. 

Imitated from Mabtial by Po: 



TIME FLIES. 

Old father Time stands still for none ; 
This moment here, the next he's gone ; 
And though you speak him e'er so kind, 
He never lags one step behind ; 
If, then, with Time you'd forward be, 
You e'en must run as fast as he. 



TO-MORROW. 

To-morrow you will live, you always cry ; 
In what far country does to-morrow lie, 
That 'tis so mighty long ere it arrive ? 
Beyond the Indies does this 'morrow live ? 

'Tis so far -fetched, tt&a'i&sRcra, th&t I fear 
'Twill be tooth -very o\& mAnots ^srat. 
" To-morrow I w\U "h^e " ^ ioo\ ^Oa. «^ ^ 
To-day's too late— t"he mae^e^^wWj. 
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EMBLEMS OF TIME. 

Time's a hand's breath ; 'tis a tale ; 
'Tis a vessel under sail ; 
'Tis an eagle in its way, 
Darting down upon its prey; 
'Tis an arrow in its flight, 
Mocking the pursuing sight ; 
'Tis a short-lived fading flower ; 
'Tis a momentary ray, 
Smiling in a winter's day; 
'Tis a torrent's rapid stream ; 
'Tis a shadow ; 'tis a dream ; 
'Tis the closing watch of night, 
Dying at the rising light ; 
'Tis a bubble ; 'tis a sigh : 
Be prepared, O man, to die ! 

Francis Quables. 



PROCRASTINATION. 

When Sloth puts urgent business by, 
" To-morrow's a new day," she'll cry; 
And all her morrows prove it true — 
They're never used, and therefore new. 



PROCRASTINATION. 

Be wise to-day: 'tis madness to defer ; 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till wisdom is push'd out of life. 
Procrastination is the thief of time ; 
Tear after year it steals, till all are fled ; 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 

Young. 



ON THE PHRASE " KILLING TIME." 

TIME SPEAKS. 

There's scarce a point wherein mankind agree 
So well as in their boast of killing me : 
I boast of nothing ; but, when I've a mind, 
I think I can be even with max&mdu 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



[Since the compilation of the foregoing, several epigrams worthy 
of insertion have met the compiler's notice. The following having 
been adopted too late for classification, are necessarily given as a 
miscellaneous group.] 

ON THE RE-ESTABLISHMENT OF THE INQUISITION 
IN SPAIN IN 1815. 

To Spain, entranced in golden dreams, 
Fair freedom comes ; and tempting seems 

The heav'nly apparition : 
But ah ! when waking, Spain essayed 
To hold the all-enchanting maid, 
She clasped the — Inquisition. 



PICKING POCKETS. 

" Thesb beer-shops," quoth Barnabas, speaking in alt, 
" Are ruinous — down with the growers of malt !" 
" Too true," answers Ben, with a shake of the head, 
" Wherever they congregate, honesty's dead. 
That beer breeds dishonesty causes no wonder, 
'Tis nurtured in crime — 'tis concocted in plunder ; 
In Kent, while surrounded by flourishing crops, 
I saw a rogue picking a pocket of hops." 

James Smith. 



ON A WOULD-BE WRITER. 

Your prose and verse alike are bad ; 

Methinks yon. \>oi\i tawas^e \ 
Your prose e'en like yora vet*e T\m& xas^ 

And all your verse ia ^xo*e. 
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TO A LADY, ON HER ASKING A GENTLEMAN HOW 
LONG HE WOULD LOVE HER. 

It is not, Celia, in our power 
To say how long our love shall last ; 

It may be, we, within this hour, 
May lose those joys we now do taste ; 

The blessed that immortal be, 

From change in love alone are free. 

Then, since we mortal lovers are, 
Ask not how long our love shall last ; 

But, while it does, let us take care, 
Each minute be with pleasure passed : 

Were it not madness to deny 

To live, because we're sure to die ? 



ON A TALKATIVE PEER. 

They say he has no heart ; but I deny it : 
He has a heart — and gets his speeches by it. 

S. Rogers. 



DEATH AND DR. BOLUS. 

" My dart," cried Death, '* I cannot find, 

So now I'm quite at sea." 
Quoth Dr. Bolus, " Never mind — 

There, take this recipe." 



WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 

In little trades more cheats and lying 
Are used in selling than in buying ; 

But in the great, unjuster dealing 
Is used in buying than in selling. 



THE BEST STOCK. 

Money, they say, is evil's root, 
But I most justly doubt it : 

Can we expect good thriving fruit 
From any stock without it? 
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NOT TO BE BELIEVED. 

The following lines were addressed to a gentleman notoriously 
addicted to the vice which has been euphemistically described as 
" the postponement of the troth for the purposes of the moment." 

Whoe'eb would learn a fact from you, 

Must take you by contraries : 
What you deny, perhaps is true ; 

But nothing that you swear is. 



HONEY AND WAX. 

ON A SQUABBLE BETWEEN MBS. HONEY, THE ACTRESS, AND HEB 
HUSBAND. 

This pair in matrimony, 

Go most unequal snacks ; 
He gets all the Honey, 

And she gets all the whacks. 

James Smith. 



THE CANVASS AND THE POLL. 

AN IMPROMPTU WRITTEN WHILE SITTING UNDER A MARQUEE. 

When Parliament people petition their friends, 
The state of the poll on the canvass depends ; 
But here we submit to a diffrent control, — 
The state of the canvas depends on the pole ! 

James Smith. 



BLACKER THAN EGYPT. 

The following condemnatory epigram was written at the time j 
when imprisonment for debt was rigorously carried out, and many i 
debtors passed their whole lives in prison : | 

Of old, the debtor who insolvent died, 
Egypt the rites oi sepwiture denied ; 
A different trade ea\i^!a.texi^ C>\ar« k \hsa&& tore, 
And charitably bury torn olvoe. 
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A FAST COLOUR. 

Ton ask me, Edward, what I think 
Of this new-fashioned ink ? 

I'll answer briefly, Ned : 
Methinks it will be always bine ; 
At all events, when used by you, 

It never will be red. 

James Smith. 



PAINFUL PUNNING. 

Beneath the piazza two wags chanced to pass, 
Where a shop was adorned by an acre of glass. 
Quoth Tom, sotto voce, " Hail ! Burnett and Co., 
Success now-a-days is dependent on show." 
" Not so," answered Richard, " here industry reigns ; 
Success is dependent on using great panes. 11 

James Smith. 



ON THE DEATH OF QUEEN CHARLOTTE. 

The death of the queen has caused great perturbation ; 

We must, mourn by command, throughout the whole nation ; 

The theatres closed, the poor actors, forlorn, 

Must starve : other subjects can eat while they mourn. 

What follows is plain ; — 'tis believed in all corners 

The mourners are actors, the actors are mourners. 

C. Mathews. 



MASCULINE AND FEMININE. 

In England, rivers are all males — 

For instance, Father Thames. 
Whoever in Columbia sails, 

Finds them Ma'amselles or Dames ; 
For there the softer sex presides, 

Aquatic, I assure ye ; 
And Mrs. Sippi rolls \iei tifaa 

Responsive to Miss Souri. 



PIUS 42NEAS. 

Virgil, whose magic verse enthrals, — 

And who in verse is greater? — 
By tucns his wandering hero calls, 

Now pius and now pater. 
But when prepared the worst to brave — 

An action that most pain us — 
Queen Dido meets him in the cave, 

He dubs him Dux Tbojanus. 
And well he changes thus the word, 

On that occasion sure ; 
Pius JEneas were absurd, 

And pater premature ! 



THE CHANCELLOR'S LION. 

Lord Eldon, who was noted for his parsimony, always pro- 
nounced the word lien as though it were lion ; Sir Arthur Pigot 
pronounced the same word lean. On this Jekyll wrote the following 
epigram : 

41 Sib Arthur, Sir Arthur, why, what do you mean 

By saying the Chancellor's lion is lean t 

D'ye think that his kitchen's so bad as all that, 

That nothing within it can ever get fat ?" | 



I 



LINES ENDORSED ON A BANK-NOTE. 

Bank-notes, it is said, once guineas defied 

To swim in the current of Trade's swelling tide ; 

But ere they arrived at the opposite brink, 

The notes loudly cried, " Help ! Cash us ! we sink !" 

That paper should sink, and that guineas should swim, 

May appear to some folks a ridiculous whim ; 

But ere they condemn, let them hear this suggestion : 

In pun-making, gravity's out of the question. 



ON A FAMOUS WATER-SUIT. 

My wonder is really boundless, 

That amon^tne queer ciaes we try, 
A land-case sno-old often \>e ^wm.^%, 

And a water-case *Vff«s*'ta 0x3. 

3. Qi.^ax.. 
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THE STATE OF DIVORCE. 

A clebical gentleman of Hartford, U.S., who once attended the 
House of Representatives to read prayers, being politely requested 
to remain seated near to the speaker during the debate, found 
himself the spectator of an unmarrying process, so alien to his own 
vocation, and so characteristic of the Legislature of Connecticut, 
that the result was the following impromptu : 

" Fob cutting all connections, famed, 
Connect-i-cut is fairly named. 
I twain connect in one, but you 
Cut those whom I connect in two. 
Each legislator seems to say, 
What you connect I cut away." 



TEETOTUM. 
Epigbamma in rem quanquam puerilem Teetotum vocatam. 
" Inyisis numeris, uno et multiplice vulta, 
Sistentem video te-totum— crebro rotantem." 



THE TEETOTUM. 

Fresh from his books, an arch but studious boy, 
Twirled with resilient glee his mobile toy ; 
And while on single pivot foot it set, 
Whisked round the board in whirring pirouette, 
Shrieked, as its figures flew too fast to note 'em 
" Te totum amo, amo te, Teetotum !" 



A PERSONAL COMPLIMENT. 
Mb. Justice Ashubst was remarkable for his lank physiognomy. 
Erskine, hearing him deliver an elaborate judgment, indited the 
following : 

Judge Ashubst with his lanthorn jaws, 
Throws light upon the English laws. 



COMPARATIVE MORE THAN SUPERLATIVE. 

No nutmeg can the largest be in nature : 
The greatest one may come wsrowfc * staler- 



^ 
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TWO REASONS. 

Two reasons are given (both equally good), 
Why the credit of Harry's so bad : 

For paying he has not the means if he would ; 
Nor is he inclined if he had. 



IN AND OUT OF PLACE. 

If the minister should be a dunce, 
It would prove an old saying untrue : 

" One can't be in two places at once," 
For he's in place, and out of place, too. 

Richard R. Fieldeb. 



STANDING. 

Says Bill to Bob, M What are you going to stand 7" 
With an air that was meant to be knowing ; 

Says Bob, with his usual composure, off-hand, 
" I'm inclined not to stand, but be going." 

R. R. F. 



TARGETS. 

If targets could speak in consistory, 
They might say what is hit, Sir, is history. 
But that which is missed, must be mystery. 

R. R. 



THE QUEEN OF ROSES. 

Which of the roses that adorn 
Our gardens, is without a thorn ? 

And which can rule them best? 
The rose upon the watering pot, 
Alone exempt from thorny lot, 

Queen-like rains o'er the rest. 



R. R. F. 



THE LAW OF NATURE. 

Bio fleas have little neaa to pVa.$afc, ^srgtoL, wAVnta 'em, 
Little fleas have lesser neas, audi ao " ad xu^mtumr 
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THE OYSTER. 

An oyster is a contradiction bred : 

To be tucked in he's taken from his bed ; 

And though he has a beard, he lacks a head. 

R. R. F. 



VERSES FROM WALPOLE'S ANTIQUITIES. 

Sib Henry Lea, the brave ancestor of the presemt Litchfield 
family, was Master of the Armoury to Queen Elizabeth, and made 
a vow to present himself annually at the tilt, armed ; in honour of 
her majesty's accession to the throne. Becoming at length very 
old, he resigned his office to the Earl of Cumberland with great 
pomp ; and on this occasion presented the following verses to her 
majesty : 

My golden locks time hath to silver turned ; 
(Oh time too swift, and swiftness never ceasing ! ) 
My youth 'gainst age, and age at youth have spurned, — 
But spurned in vain — youth waineth by increasing. 
Beauty, strength, and youth, flowers have fading been ; 
Duty, faith, and love, are roots, and ever green. 



WRITTEN ON THE FLY-LEAF OF A MODERN EPIC. 

An epic poem should be sweet as manna, 
But this, by Jove ! is ipecacuanha. 

T. Campbell. 



ON SATIRE. 

Satire should, like a polished razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that's scarcely felt or seen. 



THE ROUND OF THE WORLD. 

Wab begets poverty ; poverty peace ; 
Peace doth make riches flow (fate ne'er doth cease) ; 
Riches bring pride, and pride is war's ground ; 
War begets poverty, and so the world goes round. 

"Notes and Queries." 



TO A DIRTY FRIEND IN TROUBLE. 

You've got into hot water, you say ; and I hope, 

If you have, you'll make good use of to^lwA^^. \ 
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ON A DOG FOLLOWING HIS MASTER. 

Jb Buis, oe que je Bids, 
Je ne suis pas, oe que je stub, 
Car si j'6tais, ee que je suis, 
Je ne serai pas, ee que je suis. 



KISSING CASUISTBT. 

Whxn Sarah Jane, the moral miss, 
Declares 'tis very wrong to kiss, 

I'll bet a shilling I see through it : 
The damsel, fairly understood, 

Feels just as any Christian should, — 
She'd rather suffer wrong than do it. 

J. G. Saxe. 



ON HEARING MISS THBALE CONSULTING ABOUT A 
GOWN AND A HAT. 

Wbab the gown, and wear the hat ; 

Snatch thy pleasures while they last ; 
Hadst thou nine lives, like a cat, 

Soon those nine lives would be passed. 

Dr. Johnson. 



ON THE PORTRAIT OF A YOUNG LADY, 

TAKEN BY THE DAGUERREOTYPE. 

Yes, these are her features ! her brow and her hair ; 

And her eyes, with a look so seraphic ; 
Her nose, and her mouth, with the smile that is there, 

Truly caught by the art photographic ! 

Yet why should she borrow such aid of the skies, 

When by many a bosom's confession, 
Her own lovely face, and the light of her eyes, 

Are sufficient to make an impression ? 



" KNOW THYSELF." 

I've not said so to you, my friend, and I'm not going; 
As you may find so many folks better worth the knowing. 
" Noraa una Quebies."— • Burns. 
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THE MOST FASHIONABLE DINER. 

The gentleman who dines the latest 
Is, in our street, esteemed the greatest ; 
But sorely, greater than them all 
Is he who never dines at all. 



"BREVIS ESSE LABOBO." 

Celia her sex's foible shuns ; 

Her tongue no length of larum runs ; 

Two phrases answer every part : 

One gained, one breaks her husband's heart: 

I will, she said, when made a bride ; — 

I won't — through all her life beside. 



THE DOCTOR AND THE UNDERTAKERS. 
At Highgate, by salubrious air, 

Had thriven butchers, bakers ; 
But since a doctor settled there, 
None thrive but undertakers. 



ON A BAD ORATOR. 

You move the people when you speak, 
For, one by one, away they sneak. 



THE WAG AND THE BUTCHER. 
11 You're a thief," said a wag, " and I'll show it," 

To a butcher with angry feeling ; 
" 'Tis a scandalous fact, and you know it, 

That knives you are constantly steeling" 



THE POWER OF GOLD. 

Gold is so ductile, learned chemists say, 
That half an ounce will stretch a wond'rous way. 
The metal's base, or else the chemists err, 
For now-a-days our sovereigns™^ go jot \ 
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TO PBOFESSOB AIRY. 

ON HI8 MARRYING A BSAUTTFUL WOMAN. 

Aibt alone has gained that doable j>rize, 
Which forced musicians to divide the crown ; 

His works have raised a mortal to the skies ; 
His marriage- vows have brought an angel down. 

Sidney Smith. 



THE EUPHRATES. 

ON A FELLOW 07 A COLLEGE WHO HABITUALLY PRONOUNCED THE A 
SHORT IN EUPHRATES. 

Venit ad Euphratum, rapidis perterritus undis, 
Ut citd transiret, corripnit fluvium.* 

Porson. 

Thus Translated by J. T. P., in " Notes and Queries," 
July, 1861. 

With fear, on the Euphrates' shore, 

The wild waves made him shiver ; 
But he thought to pass more quickly o'er, 

And so abridged the river. 



A PROPER RETORT. 

A haughty courtier, meeting in the streets 
A scholar, him thus insolently greets : 
44 Base men to take the wall I ne'er permit : " 
The scholar said, " I do," and gave him it. 



NEW TAXES. 

During the " heaven-born minister's" administration the fol- 
lowing epigram appeared : 

Says Billy, + quite vexed, " What can we tax next ? 

I wish some good fellow would show." 
" Why, hark," replied one, " 'twill bring in a round sum, — 

Tax each curse that is vented on you." 



/ 



* These last two words Jekyll, of witty memory, rendered " abridged the river." 
■t Pitt *dck% -sounger. 
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THE THREE WIVES. 

A JUBILATION. 

My first was a lady, whose dominant passion 
Was thorough devotion to parties and fashion ; 
My second, regardless of conjugal duty, 
Was only the worse for her wonderful beauty ; 
My third was a vixen in temper and life, 
Without one essential to make a good wife. 
Jubilate ! at last in my freedom I revel ; 
For I'm clear of the world, and the flesh, and the devil ! 

J. G. Saxb. 



MORS TUA. 

Can he be fair, that withers at a blast ? 
Or he be strong, that airy breath can cast ? 
Can he be wise, that knows not how to live ? 
Or he be rich, that nothing hath to give ? 
Can he be young, that's feeble, weak, and wan ? 
So fair, strong, wise, so rich, so young is man. 
So fair is man that death (a parting blast) 
Blasts his fair flower, and makes him earth at last ; 
So strong is man, that with a gasping breath, 
He totters, and bequeaths his strength to death ; 
So wise is man, that if with death he strive, 
His wisdom cannot teach him how to live ; 
So rich is man, that (all his debts being paid) 
His wealth's the winding sheet wherein he's laid ; 
So young is man, that, broke with care and sorrow, 
He's old enough to-day to die to-morrow : 
Why brag'st thou then, thou worm of five feet long ? 
Thou'rt neither fair, nor strong, nor wise, nor rich, nor young. 

Quarles. 



TO A COURTIER. 

Why do you thus your friend deceive ? 
You always promise; never give. 
If thus you're stedfast to your lie, 
Prithee, good sir, for once deny. 



A CONSOLATORY REFLECTION. 
When friends and relations drop off one by one, 
What joys and what comforts with them, too, are gone ! 
Like burning the books of the Sibyl, we find 
It doubles the value of those left behind. \ 
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THE LAWYER AND CLIENT. 

Two lawyers, when a knotty case was o'er, 

Shook hands, and were as good Mends as before. 

44 Say," cries the losing client, " how came you 

To be 8Uoh friends, who were such foes just now t" 

44 Thou fool ! " one answers ; " lawyers, though so keen, 

Like shears, ne'er oat themselves, bat what's between." . 



ON BROOME THE POET, 

WHO ASSISTED POPE IN HIS TRANSLATION OF HOMER. 

Pope came off clean with Homer ; bat they say 
Broome went before, and kindly swept the way. 



Henly. 



ON A DEACON'S WRITING EPIGRAMS. 

A deacon write epigrams ? why should he not ? 
A great name in the Church by so doing is got ; 
With innocent wit let his verses be fraught, 
And a deacon shall then an Arch deacon be thought. 



ON THE LATIN GERUNDS. 

When Dido mourned, iEneas would not come, 
She wept in silence, and was Di Do Dum. 

Porson. 



DISSIMILAR SIMILITUDE. 

Satyrs and fawns on Temple's lawns, 
Crept forth from holes and corners ; 

But now-a-days how wide the space 
'Twixt satirists and fawners. 



ON THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY, 
WHO used sometimes to beat her husband. 
" Come hither, Sir John; my picture is here; 

What say you, my \o^e, — toe* \\, stank* ^j^t » 
" I can't say it does just at ^-teaexft, m^ taut, 
But I think it soon to&, iVa *o Y&» ^ovu" 
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GRAMMATICAL ADVICE. 

When man and wife at odds fall out, 
Let Syntax be your tutor ; 

'Twixt masculine and feminine, 
What should one be but neuter ? 



BEARDING A COLONEL. 

A PARODY. 

O'Connbll wrote the following severe epigram on Colonels Sib- 
thorp, Pereival, and Verner, the former of whom was remarkable 
for the vastness of his beard, while the two others were deficient in 
that respect : 

Three colonels, in three distant counties born, 

Lincoln, Armagh, and Sligo did adorn. 

The first in matchless impudence surpassed, 

The next in bigotry — in both the last. 

The force of nature could no further go — 

To beard the first, she shaved the other two. 



A WISH. 

Mat this book continue in motion, 
And its leaves every day be unfurled, 

Till an ant to the dregs drink the ocean, 
And a tortoise crawl over the world. 



A FINALE. 

Those epigrams my friends commend, 
That with a turn least thought of, end ; 
Then, sure, a tip-top one they'll call 
This, which concludes with none at all. 

By the Rev. Josiah Ralph, Sebebohan, 

Cumberland, (circa 1730). 



\ 
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is the work of a scholar, a Christian, and a man of real science."— Morning 

Herald. 
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Second Edition, extra cloth, price Is. 6d., 

The Little Things of Nature, 

Considered especially in relation to the Divine Benevolence. 

By L. H. Grindon, author of " Life : its Nature," <fcc. 
" He evidently takes delight in the little things of nature that he describes, 
and reaches at times a pitch of eloquence that is quite attractive." — The Spec- 
tator. 

" ... It may be fitly designated a literary and scientific gem." — Christian 
News. 

"For use in a series of fireside readings in a well-ordered household, and as a 
stimulus and guide to interesting conversation afterwards, they are admirable." 
—Weekly Renew. 

*' Far more relishable than the most imaginative novels." — Norfolk News. 



Handsomely bound in cloth, gilt edges, price 8s. Gd., 

Diamond Dust. 

Collected by Eliza Cook. 
"A rich and varied collection."— Morning Star. 
" Would attract one to open it, from ta owtevte only."— Bath Journal. 



240 pages, boards, Is. 6d.; cloth, 2s., 

Vegetable Cookery; 

including a complete set of Becipes for Pastry, Preserving, 
Pickling, the Preparation of Sauces, Soups, Beverages, &c, &c. 
This volume meets a want long felt. Vegetables, fruits, <fcc, 
constitute the half of our daily food ; the present work is upon 
the best possible preparation of that half. 



Extra cloth gilt, gilt edges, price 3*. 6d., 

Love. 

A Selection from the best Poets. By T. Shorter. 

"It far outstrips anything of the kind ever issued from the press. As a pre- 
sent from the harder to the softer sex it is incomparable. These beautiful pages, 
400 in number, form the sum-total of all that is pure, beautiful, and ennobling." 
British Standard. 

" On the whole, the com pie test and purest collection, and certainly the mo»t 
riciily poetical that has hitherto been made."— Nonconformist. 



Suitable for Penny Readings, 254 pages, boards, price Is. 6d., 

Hits : a Collection of Tales, 

contributed to Household Words, Temple Bar, Once a Week, 
<fcc. By Lewis Hough, M.A. 

** The volume is sure to become popular." — Sunday Times. 

u Mr. Hough has a fund of good hearty humour."— Public Opinion, 



Limp cloth, price Is., 

Systematic Memory; or, How to 

make a Bad Memory Good, and a Good Memory Better. By 
T. Maclaren. 

The system here submitted is so simple, that the youthful 
schoolboy can acquire it as readily as the accomplished scho- 
lar. The author has tested it in public and in private; in 
schools and in colleges ; and he is satisfied, in common with 
hundreds of his pupils, that it is superior to every cy&ssl 
system. -I 



Cloth, price it. M., 

A Handbook for the Man of Busi- 

nest, Applicable to all Departments of Commercial Engage- 1 
ments. , 

M It contains a lar^c amount of general information in daily request among ! 
merchant* und traitiTH, and ha* a convenient indeg."— The Pu b li Mher** Circular. 



" To the merchant, to the shopkeeper, indeed to all who are engaged in c 
mercial pursuit*, this < heap, compact, and well compiled hand-book wil 
useful"— Lloyd's Weekly News. 



Secotul Edition, demy 4fo, cloth, price 7c. 64., 

The Psychonomy of the Hand;! 

Or, the Hand an Index of Mental Development, according to | 
MM. D'Akpektigxy and Debbabbolx.es. With thirty-one 
tracingH from living and other hands. By B. Beamish, FJR.S., ! 
&c, Author of " Life of Sir M. I. Brunei." j 

" It is generally thought that Chirognomy and Chiromancy are simply the ; 
arts of fortune-telling by the lines in the palm of the hand ; but MM. D'Ar- 
pkntiony and DB8BABROLLES have shown that every mental organization is 
uniformly accompanied by a definite form of hand. In this work the art is fully 
discussed, and illustrated with examples of hands from various sorts of people 
- the several European nations, poets, labourers, philosophers, and idiots, toge- 
ther with much curious information concerning the almost lost and but little) 
practised art of palmistry ; and the general application of chirognomy to indi- 
vidual and national character."— 7Ae Literary Gazette. 



Clieap Re-issue of 

Lectures by the Rev. Hugh Sto- 

well Brown. Vol. I., containing " Five Shillings and Coats," 

and Eleven other Lectures, price lOd. 

Vol. 2, containing Twelve Lectures, price lOd. 

Vols. 1 and 2, bound together in cloth, price 2b. 



Vol. 3, containing Twelve Lectures, price lOd. 
Vol. 4, containing Sixteen Lectures, price lOd. 
Vols. 3 and 4, bound together in cloth, price 2s. 



Vols. 1 to 4, being the complete series, containing Fifty-two I 
Lectures, bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d. . 

" They contain some very startling statements, and powerful appeals to the ; 
reason and the conscience." — Christian World. 

" We are glad to see a re-issue of these admirable addresses."—- Derby Mer- , 
eury. 
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London : F . Pitman , ^0 , Y&ternaater-row, B.C. ' 
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